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R Real ehrislmas Day. 

"Lord, how long wilt Thou look on ?" 

OW beautiful it would , be if 
we oould have one real 
Christmas Day ! Jus't one ! 
The world mig'ht like it so 
well that it would want an- 
other. Think a moment what it would 
be like. 

It would haTe no war in iit. There 
would not be tllie millions of soldiers drill- 
ing and disciplining themselves to kill 
other soIdierSj or ,to prevent other soldiers 
from killing them. There would be no 
armies to keep what la-nd /we have, or to 
get land from olhers which they are un- 
willing to give up. There would be no 
big warships built for the purpose of des- 
troying other big warships and putting 
to 'death the S'killed mechanics who operate 
■tlhem. There would he no arsenalsj no 
camps, with thousands of 'men segre- 
gated from productive pursuits, no 




navy yards, no foundries and factories for 
the manufacture of big guns, and rifles, 
and pistols, and swords, and bayonets, 
and knives, .and cartridges, and different 
kinds of deadly powders and explosives. 
But wouldn't this 'be a great loss? Yes. 
For these are industries upon which thou- 
sands depend. But as all these industries 
are for the express purpose of destroying 
lives .and property — and unless they do 
destroy lives and property they seem lux- 
uries — would not the world be richer, say, 
in a generation, if all our industries were 
devoted to creating property and saving 
lives? 

Then, on that Christmas Day, the're 
would be no poverty. But there has al- 
ways been poverty ! Yes. That is no 
reason why it is desirable, or a good thing 
in the world. There would be no poverty, 
because everybody would be industrious, 
and thrifty, and not envious; and as for 
the sick and the unfortunate, everybody 
would feel as much sympathy for the pain 
of others as for his own pain. We might 
not have a Christmas Day without suffer- 
ing and pain, but nothing of what we call 
poverty would be found in a world pervad- 
ed by 'economic Christian principles. There 




would be no drunkenness, because 
everybody would be temperate, using 
moderation both in eating and drinking. 
No one would any more stimulate himself 
unto a beastly condition of drunkenness 
than he would hurn off his hand in the fire 
when he felt the need 'of warming himself.:!^ 

There would be no more prisons, lock- 
ups, jails, not even county jails, the worst 
of all for manufacturing criminals, because 
there would be no more criminals at large 
in the community. No bad men? Well, 
not so many a.s now, if we could get 
Christianity (which we celebrate this day) 
well started in the world. But there would 
be sick and diseased persons, and hospit- 
als, no doubt. So there might be bad 
men , and 'Women, degenerates, perhaps 
even incorrigibles, but they w'ould be in 
reformatories, old and young, remaining 
there until they were cured. On Christ- 
mas night we should not need to lock a 
door or a window, or put our silver in a 
safe. Rather we should be rejoicing that 
all the sick men were cared for, and that 
all 'tlie criminals were in a position where 
they might become as fit as we to cele- 
brate Christmas Day. 

— Charles Dudley Warner. 
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Christmas Greetings. 

AT THIS SEASON we again extend to 
the readers of the War Cry, from New- 
foundland's shores to the coast of the Pacific 
Ocean, and from t!he sunny Bermudas to the 
frost-gripped Yukon, greetings and sincere 
wishes for a happy Christmastide ; one of 
holy joy 'to those who love the Saviom-, and 
one of salvation to the wanderer from God, 
which also means happiness, the only kind 
worth having. Again there revives in our 
ear the old, but grand, message of the angel- 
choir in Judea, " Glory to God in the highest, 
and on earth peace, good will toward men." 
For the triumphs iwe have had since last 
Christmas, for the good and perfect gifts of 
the year to us, and for the wonders of His 
grace in our own hearts, we give "glory to 
God." " On earth peace " is the desire of 
every sincere Christian, and .with the great 
hosts 'Of God's people we pray that the war 
in the Far East may end. And may the dogs 
of war be chained with links too strong to 
break, as well as too close fitting to slip. 
" Good "will toward men " is still the burden 
of our message to this world's millions. We 
shall continue to speak, ■ sing, and write of 
the wonderful, matchless love of Christ for 
tihe worst of sinners. Fqr His sake we will 
seek to bring them to the blood. Verily, we 
believe that before another Christmas comes 
round a mighty revival 'will have swept many 
precious souls inito the Kingdom of God. 



Great Congress under heavy tribute, believing 
that it will be a pleasant memory to many 
and of exceptional iiiterest to all. We have 
not spared artist's fees to profusely illustrate 
the contents, and our Photo-Engraving De- 
partment has worked day and night to turn 
out the required " cuts," 





"Thank You/* 

WE GLADLY AVAIL OURSELVES of 
this opportunity to thank the many 
contributors, of this and other lands, who 
have so generously helped to make this num- 
ber interesting. These pages contain, besides 
a variety of articles from our own Territory, 
contributions from New Guiana, and from 
New Zealand ("Saved Through a Song"), 
and from the Old Land, to which we are 
particularlv indebted for a ; large pontion of 
the contents. , Commissioner Railton has 
written especially ior our new comrades who 
have come to us froni Great Britain; Lieut- 
Colonel Duff, the well-known Editor of the 
British Young- Soldier, has sent a touching 
story of the Social Work; Major Grinsted 
describes the growth of our Musical Instru- 
ment Factory, and Lieut.-Colonel Cuthbert 
balances the othens with a seasonable article. 
The reader will see that the Editor, while 
attending the Interna.tional Congress, did not 
neglect his opportunity to enlist; a few special 
Qontributbrs. Our own field is represented 
by a contingent headed by our Commissioner, 
who sends foith a bugle blast with a clarion 
note of gratitude which will echo in our hearts. 
Brigadier. Southall and Mrs. Johnston are 
taking their accustomed place in this special 
issue, while Staff-Capt. Perry gives us .the 
benefit of the interesting stories he heard 
from the sea-faring officers of Newfoundland, 
who went witfi him on the "Ionian," of 
blessed memory, to- the great Congress. Our 
soldiery is Teipresented by Sydney Church, of 
Bermuda, Captain Long, of Spokane, in a 
western story, and J. S. S.-M. Braund, who 
tells us of his J. S. work in Peterbpro, at our 
request. For illustration, we have laid the 
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Our Frontispiece. 

HE CENTRAL ILLUSTRATION on 
the front page of our imitation birch bark 
cover is a view of our first S. A. Industrial 
Settlement among the Indians of the Upper 
Skeena River. Five years ago this spot was 
covered by forest. Through the industry of 
our Indian converts, and under the direction 
of our intrepid missionary, Adjt. Thorkildson, 
a splendid village, with 'aibout a hundred souls, 
has been formed, and presents a very pleasing 
appearance on the bank of that mighty river. 
The old heathen houses, so frequently seen 
all along the Skeena River, have not been 
permitted to be built; the present structures 
are modern and sanitary. The village boasts 
of a fine barracks, a schoolhouse (which has 
been enlarged only recently), an officers' 
quarters, and a home for a trained nurse to 
look after the sick. We have also installed 
this fall a small sawmill plant to provide a 
way of helping to support the population of 
the village, the inhabitants of which are all 
Salvationists. Funds are urgently needed to 
extend the industrial enterprise to make it 
sufficient to support the settlement and our 
missionary operations there. It could be 
made self-supporting, and such is our aim. 
It would be, indeed, a very practical way of 
celebrating Christmas if some two thousand 
dollars, which are most urgently needed, were 
contributed by the readers of the War Cry. 
Why not forward your share at once to the 
Indian Secretary, S. A. Temple, Toronto ? 
(Make cheques payable to Thos. B. Coombs.) 



many kind responses. Band of Love circle.? 
and other bodies, as well as friends and offi- 
cers, have forwarded, parcels and casesr-'but 
there is room for more. 'Owing, however,; to 
the lateness of the annual councils ajid to 
the change in Commissioners, it has,,. been 
thought wise to postpone the' public Sale 'of 
Work. It is proposed to obser.ye,-the sinie 
in connection with the Rescue Anniversary a 
few weeks hence. Well-wishers are invited 
to continue their labor in the interest of the 
scheme, making it worthy of the very deserv- 
ing object. 
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Our Supplement. 

HE FINE REPRODUCTION of Diet- 
rich's "Christ Stilling the Waves," 
which we, are giving with this special edition 
as a supplement, will be appreciated by all our 
readers, and would beoomfe; a very desirable 
ornament, when framed, to any home. We 
cannot too strongly recommend the wisdom 
of adorniiig the walls of our homes with good 
pictures, which noit only are beautiful and 
pleasing, but also 'impress .the ibeholder as. 
conveying some eternal truth. Many an 
inspired picture has preached sermons more 
enduring than those, coming from platform 
or pulpit, We are exceedingly grateful for 
the many evidences which have come to our 
notice that the many beautiful supplements 
of our past special numbers now hang, 
framed, in hundreds of homes scattered from 
Alaska and British Columbia throughout 
Canada and Newfouridland. ' 




Sale of Work Postponed. 

THE SALE OF WORK in the interests 
of the Rescue Department, announced 
to take place near Christmas, hag evoked 




eommissioner^s "Rt Home.'* 

iT WAS A BRIGHT IDEA, Nothing 
' better could have been devised to bring 
together suoh a number of old friends — and ■ 
they were there in great numbers. Some 
had come by train from outside places; many 
were surprised to see each other. Why, • 
many had not met for years. 

" This is like heaven," said an old friend, , 
"we are as happy as a- lot of kids"!" And , 
he was right. 

One can truthfully say there never was a 
more smiling, happy, free-and-easy " At 
Home " anywhere. We saw tears of joy in 
many eyes. Such a lot of "How-do-you-do?" 
and handshaking. Oh, it was a blessed re- . 
.union of old comrades and friends. 

The "At Home" had been announced to 
take. place from three to five in the afternoon. , 
With the stroke of the clock the crowds, came, ' 
there was no being late. . In a few minutes • 
the many nice little tables and all available ,' 
chairs in the nicely-decorated Council Cham- ; 
ber were filled. Tea, sandwidhes, and cake 
were served, and pleasant chat everywhere • 
sounded like a mountain brook. Commission- ■ 
er .and, Mrs, Coombs moved in and out among ' 
the tables, shaking. hands .and having a few 
words with all present. :,Every now and then- 
there was, an ejaculatibn at the xecognitioU; 
of an old face. ! ' \', "' 

.."He looks just, the: same," an old friend re-' 
marked. r^ 

" He has not altered a bit," everybody' said, < 

Soon the crowd' almost became ■'.,3."., cl*iis,h, ' 
The Commissioner invited the friends to '.CQihe < 
into the auditorium, and they almost filled -the ■ 
body, of the hall. While he pleasantly talked ; 
of .the happiness of the intervening fifteen 
years since he left. ■Canada, anpther ctOwd 
filed into the Council ChambeV, , which was . 
soon full again. And ali the time friehds. had 1 
been coming, and going. •• 

At five o'clock there was .no sign of the 
crowd intending. to lessen. They still kept: 
coming. ■: ^ ; " 

The orchestra played, the quartet sang, and ■ 
the 'Commissioner s.ang. It, all contributed to 
the bubbling happiness of the hour, ■■ 

Now the Commissioner mounts a chair. 
He tuJrns the pleasant chat for afew mjbments 
to the great theme which is uppermosit in his 
heairt, the Salvation of men. -' ' ,. ■ ' 

"These tables, and chairs make splendid 
penitent formsj^ and not.hing; •would' 'please 
me better than seeing some soul come tq 'God 
right now.''r i, ■;...'. ^ :.•«.- 

The crowds lisitem' .^ ,'V ' 

"He is just the same. Just as lively'-'and 
earnest; bless him !" said a lady w^o has. been 
: a friend, of :the Army for z scoreXii-yk&Bi'kni : 
tears stood in.her eyes. ';-'■ ." ■.....^^'s , 

We are sure God looked down and was 
pleased, and angels crowded the Council 
Chamber that day. --...' 
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Christmas, 190f4i, 

I Y Dear Officers, Soldiers and Priekds:— 
My heart is full of gratitude and thanks- 
giving to God that He has brought me once more to 
labor in your midst, and my first word is one of " Halle- 
lujah" to our God and King for the mercies that have fol- 
lowed me since I bade you farewell over fifteen years ago. 
What wonderful years they have been! The Lord has 
indeed crowned me and mine with lovingkindness and tender 
mercy, and, in the Land of the Southern Cross, as well as in 
the dear Homeland, He has given me beautiful and continued 
evidence of His good pleasure in me. 

What wonderful days they have been to you! Trials and 
difEculties you have had, sorrows and troubles innumerable, and 
yet your victories and triumphs have far outweighed them all. 
You have been richly blessed, and the great advance made under 
your late Commissioner calls forth our loudest praise and 
thanksgiving. 

Then I must shout " Hallelujah ! " for the wonderful way in 
which the Lord has come to our help in our Welcome Meet- 
ings, not only opening the hearts of the people to receive 
us, bringing old friends again to our side, and crowding 
our pathway with new friends, but making bare His 
mighty arm in the restoration of backsliders and 
the salvation of sinners. This 
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is a sight of sights, and .while we were rejoic- 
ing on earth, the angels were rejoicing in Heaven 
that the dead were brought to life, arid the lost found. 
How glad I am that God has kept my heart tender with love to 
sinners, and that the comrades who assisted me in the Toronto 
Welcome Meetings had the same love and passion. 

"The sight that charms me most 
Is a sinrfer at the Cross." 

How good God has been to us ! The seventy-seven who came to 
the mercy seat on orn" first Sunday is one of the dear Lord's love- 
tokens to us, and an earnest of what is going to be given us in 
the future, 

I must shout " Hallelujah " for the future. The past has been 
very good ; the present is grand ; the future will be glorious. Our 
dear General is looking for us to give a good account of ourselves. 
His great heart is full of love to his dear Canadian officers and 
soldiers, and the people of this fair clime, and nothing will make 
him rejoice more than to know that we are tearing hell's throne 
to pieces, and winning this territory to Jesus. 

I am full of faith for seasons of rich blessing and'power, and, 
at this Christmas time, the season when we celebrate the birth of 
our Lord, desire that every Salvationist should put themselves 
afresh on the altar and cry for a baptisni of holy love and burn- 
ing zeal for the salvation of men. God will hear our cry ; He will 
answer our prayers, and give us such evidences of His love tb us 
as we have never before witnessed. 

" Lo ! the promise of a shower 
Drops already from above, 
But the Lord iV going to pour 
All the spirit of His love." 

Mrs, Coombs joins me in love to everyone, and, with a big 

"Hallelujah" in my heart for you all, 

I am, as ever, 



Yours in the Blood and Fire, 
■ * ■ * — .... 




Commisfioner. 
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Ik Midnight Proclamation 



By Brigadier Soutliall. 



^'^^ 





"" GREAT deal of 'tiistoric in- 
terest was already bound 
A! up in the career of the 

', \ little town, situated on a 
I lofty eminence some iive 

miles south of Jerusalem. 
But though it probabb,' 
had gathered about it 
more remarkable associa- 
tions than any other 
town mentioned in the 
Bible, yet Bethlehem 
was to witness in that 
midnight event, which 
was to be signified by a 
wonderful illumination, a 
more marvelous and far- 
reaching issue than any- 
thing it had yet known. 

It treasured up in its 
archives the beautifully 
romantic story of Ruth 
and Naomi and Boaz. 
Perhaps in no history, sacred or secular, can 
such a declaration of love and loyalty be 
found, or so eloquently expressed, as in those 
words: " Entreat me not to leave thee, or to 
return from following" after thee ; for whither 
thou goest I will go, and whiLher thou lodgest 
1 will lodge ; thy people shall be my people, 
and thy God my God. W'here thou diest there 
will I die, and there will I be buried ; the Lord 
do so to me, and more also, if aught but death 
part thee and me." This emphatic reply to 
the dark picture Naomi had drawn, and given 
as a reason why Ruth should not go with her, 
demonstrates, a faith and an affection rarely 
found. The reward that accrued to Ruth is 
another of those glorious evidences that God's 
providence always finds a rich recompense for 
those wdio unswervingly stick to the path of 
duty. 

Another Memory. 
That the inhabitants of the town treasured 
the fact that it was David's birthplace is 
forcibly attested by its being known as " the 
city of David." They were justly proud that 
one so illustrious was once an inhabitant of 
the little town. That David, too, remembered 
his boyish home with happy memory is 
shown by the frequent reference in his songs 
to the fresh pastures and refreshing streams 
of the valley and hillsides that surrounded 
.-ind sloped from, the lofty position on which 
the town was situated. 

Thus, Bethlehem prided itself in the re- 
membrance of the precious memories that 
cling to it ; but though, propliecy had foretold 
the great honor that was yet to come upon 
it, possibly none of its inhabitants were aware 
of the meaning of that midnight illumination 
which had aroused their wonder and awe, and 
the reason of which had already been declared 
to the startled shepherds in the plains below. 

Greatest of All. 

The greatest event in all history — Divinity 
made incarnate, the Word made flesh, and 
God coming indeed among men — was now 
an accomplished fact, and the glorious event 
has shed a hallowed lustre upon the name of 
Bethlehem ever since, and caused a town 
largely unknown even in Palestine to become 
a 'household name, But it is the fact itself 
that, most concerns us. What an experience 
it must have been for the shepherds, aroused 
from their watching by the brilliant illuininar 
tion that flooded the, landscape with an in- 
candescence such, as they had never before 
seen. It is not difficult to understand why 
they were " sore afraid." While still gazing 
at the great spectacle before them, and trem- 
bling as if conscious of some impending dis- 
aster, a voice speaks to them, and in the 



brilliance they make out the form of an angel, 
who quiets their perturbation with a glorious 
assurance, "Fear not; for behold. I bring you 
good tidings of great joy, which shall be to 
all people; lor unto you is born this 'day, in 
the city of David a Saviour, which is Christ 
the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you : 
ye shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling 
clothes, lying in a manger." 

Their minds seemed to be illuminated as 
well as their natural vision by the brilliant 
light they had witnessed, for they seemed to 
recall prophecies concerning the coming of 
the Messiah, but their thoughts were again 
abruptly disturbed by sounds such as they 
. had never heard, as, they had been by the 
marvelous sight they had witnessed. 

The First Carol. 

The angelic host which they now made out 
to be with the angel, sang. They caught the 
main points of the heavenly chorus : " Glory 
to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 
good will toward men." 

Glory to God in the Highest. — Praise was 
due to God for the great plan He had wrought 
for man's redemption. Earth was to be es- 
pecially interested in the event, for man's 
benefit was the object of the mightiest evid- 
ence of divine love. But also "in the high- 
est" was God to be praised, for even the 
angels and the whole universe were to share 
the benefit of the great gift of His love, A 
new song was given to the world, indicating 
that the Gospel Jesus brought was to be one 
of cheer, of joy, and of praise. 

On Earth Peace. — The Gospel was intended 
to bring peace. Everywhere there was war 
and unrest and murder and, pillage. The 
world, too, was at war against God, and sin- 
ners are necessarily at enmity against Film 
and against each other. Thus Jesus came to 
bring peace, and to establish means of med- 
iation between God and man. 

Goodwill Toward Men.— The great gift 
God made to the world on that first Uhristmas 
occasion was the most potent expression pos- 
sible of. His goodwill toward man. "For 
God' so loved the world that He gave His 
, only begotten Son . . ." This love is un- 
fathomable, and beyond our comprehension. 
Not only was-it an evidence of God's goodwill 
to man, but the Gospel is the greatest factor 
for promoting goodwill and peace among 
men. We have seen how other principles, 
and even ■ other systems of religion, have 
failed; but the fruits of the Gospel are always 
the same, no matter , where or am'ong what 
races or conditions it is disseminated. 

The World's Midnight Hour. 

It ^yas not only the midnight hour in Beth- 
lehem in which the illumination that sta:rtled 
the' shepherds appeared, but' it .also marked 
th'e closing of the day of the Old Dispensa- 
■ tion. The clock .that marked the; period of 
salvation by. proxy and o.utward symbol had 
struck twelve amid impenetrable darkness, 
and amidst disorder, if -not disiaster. The 
spiritual and moral condition of the world 
was dwarfed 'and distorted, and had carried 
the race to the verge of utterdestniction. To 
the remnant of true and Go d-f fearing men the 
position must have seemed hopeless, .arid only 
the "love of God" could discover a means 
to avert the inevitable impending catastrophe. 
So it was that the ethereal brilliance that 
flashed across Bethlehem's plains; ,nC)t only 
marked the closing of .a dark era,., but also 
heralded the opening otf a new arid a brighter 
epoch. ■ ' ■ 

The shepherds were evidently pious men, 
and to them the great announcement made 
by the angel was the fulfilment of a Mng- 
standing ex;pectation. Without hesitation 



they journeyed towards .the town "with 
haste." How truly their .attitude illustrates 
the attitude of all who honestly and sincerely 
desire to find " the Christ," and as surely as 
the illumination came to them, so surely will 
it come to every man -whoi desires to know 
the Saviour, and who will acknowledge and 
serve Him. 

When they had come and found Him, and 
satisfied themselves that the -great proclama- 
tion of His coming was true, " they made 
known abroad the saying which was told 
them," and so became the first preachers of 
the Gospel. So, too, with all who find the 
Messiah, the event is too wonderful, and 
filled with such great issues that we cannot 
keep it to ourselves. Anyway, there seems 
to' be reason for question whether a per- 
son has really found Christ as a Saviour and 
Friend if lie keeps it to himself. 

A Universal Proclamation. 

Great as was the expectation among the 
Jewish nation that the Messiah was about 
to appear, and though* Fle was to come 
through the lineage of one of their prominent 
families, yet He was not to come for their 
benefit alone, which their exclusiveness would 
have demanded, but the angel announced, " I 
bring you good tidings of great joy, which 

. shall be to all people." 

How gloriously true has that declaration 
been made manifest among the nations. The 
first century brougiht forth the mighty records 
and results of the apostles and martyrs, who 
penetrated various parts of the then kno'wn 
world, and all gave the same testimony of 
the saving power of the name of Jesus. And 
so on 'down the ages, each successive celebra- 
tion of God's gift to the world marks the 
■ extension of that Kingdom which has no end, 
and this Christmas season will find victories 
recorded upon 'tihe banners of Christ, fresh 
conquests, and funther increases to ITis realm. 

. ,One has but to study the thrilling story of the 
mighty achievements .of the Gospel among 
the heathen nations, the cannibal races, and 
the remote tribes of the earth, to note how 
grandly true and universal was the proclam- 
ation given to the watching shepherds on that 
eventful night, that it was not only for their 
joy and blessing, but for "all people." 

Your Part in the Matter. 

Should someone be induced to read these 
lines who has not yet sought liim "with 
haste," surely liis goodness. His truth, and 
the testimony of the nations all down the 
ages, will cause you to reflect at this blessed 
season, as never before, as to the wisdom 
or foolishness of your indifference, and to 
discover if there may not be a part in this 
great "gift of God " intended for your happi- 
ness , and joy on earth, and your eternal en- 
richment in the life which is to come. 

In wishing you a Happy Christnuas, we 
can only ihooe for its fulfilment in your prov- 
ing in your own heant and spirit its true 
meaning, and realizing its " Gift " as yours. 

: Let it be so, for the angel of the Lord de- 
clares to you as an individual, "Behold I 

. bring you good tidings of great joy . . . for 
unto^you is born ... a Saviour, which is 
Christ the Lord." 

MESSAGE OF THE SOUTH AMERICAN 
WAR CRY TO CANADA. 



_ Althouglh but a pigmean group of Salva- 
tionists^ in the Argentine and Uruguayan 
Republics, compared with our Canadian com- 
rades, we are propagating with all our soul 
and zeal the glorious news of salvation. We 
feel that daily the passion to see people being 
converted to God grows stronger. Salvatiofi- 
ists, that we are, we believe here also in the 
possibility of living a 'holy life in this world, 
and every day we strive to live a life that will 
. tonor the Master and prove tofhe worldt%at 
He lives m us. 

^ In stating that our comrades of the ex- 
treme north, and our dear General, may rely 
upon us.to keep the loved standard uplifted, 
I believe that I but give faithful expression 
to the sentiments of my South American com- 
rades.— Marcelo T. AUemand, Capt. ? 
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c^ The Cnmsmns War Cry. ^ 




[Reproduced from the Painting of Plockhorst.] 
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[An article especially written for the numerous fainilies who have, 
during the past year, left kin and country on the. other side of the 
ocean to seek a new home in this country, which presents such vast 
opportunities to willin? hands.] 'i, . . , __ .^ 





HIS Christmas will be the first in 
Canada for many an emigrant, and 
it is impossible for me to think of 
it without wondering w'hat will be 
the thoughts and plans they will frame at 
that time. ' 

Qnly too many, it is to be feared, will 
resemble the multitude in other " Christian 
lands " who, at that " festive season," as it 
is .called,, occupy themselves so very much 
with their own . private family affairs that 
they .have neither time nor care for anything 
beyond their own immiediate Circle. In their 
their Jamily plans, however, are happily in- 
cluded, as a rule, some little kindnesses to- 
wards others, which form, by, long habit, part 
of their, own Christmas fare, but which can 
never tJ^ke the place of real earnest care for 
the suffering. " ^ ■ 

Great indeed will be the' blessing, of new 
accj^uaintances and surroundings tor any such 
wlram they may force to look more, closely 
into their own. lives and ask whether they 
have ever understood the in.caning of Christ's 
coming.. ■ ' tt 

Was not. He an emigrant? Did He not 
land in the world amidst a depth of poverty 
such as would have disqualified Him for 
entry into proud, lands that are called Christ- 
ian? ■ 

Yet no depth of outer misery, nor breadth 
of hatred from 'all the world around, could 
ever dim the br:ghtness of His shining, or 
chill the love to all men that filled His heart. 
Should these words happily fall into the 
hands of any 'who are. feeling desolate and 
lonely this Christinas, niay they, help you 
to : g-a 'her nc\v Gourage, and. joy from that 
great Light,' ajid /to become,, by Plis grace, a 
neyVrpower for the, salvation of Car.ad.v.. 

Jesus Christ did not emigrate "to beitcr 
I-Iimself/' or to ma.kt; for any member of His 
family better worldly ptospLcts,. He p.omises 
only sorrowful disappointment to all who 
seek to build for themg.-.kes ' or for those 
tbeylbve,, urion even the most lOvelv iounda- 
tioifs^ihat ;■ can b;e found in. this, world..: It is 
to,i,:t|iSse -iyho "leave all" for His sake and 
the.' Gospel'.s. that He hold.s out I:IiS great 
rcwnrda.. '.Ohi that Hcmry get a better hear- 
in w- thiin ever in .all, our- 'hearts. ■ 

Then, .it will. bcGCHnEt^^fe: highest ambition 
of the fi^thers' and motfet^'; -hearts to raise 
UD children who shall, turn their backs' upon 
all that is most inviting;. in. t'lie world, and 
spend their lives ampn'g',tilic'.pdpr, the ignor- 
ant,; the guilty,, th.'att-liey;m-ay be raised up 
to.the fiellowship of'the; children of God. And' 
it .-will, be. the. ^iftat .calculation of every ciie 
of ''its,, -what part of 'a crop of blessing and 
joV^-for Eittr souls, can be produced "out of our 
own i^, lives'. '; 

What, shall you do for Canadi? That ..is 
th^;||a.estioii that will, I hope, come up, before 
mfflfty a one this Christmas, tini'Ci It may 
als'S include the question, "What shVU you 
do, for the woidd?" .for what could more hon- 
orably distinguish "Canada— what would giye 
it 3 greater claim to God's special blessing— 
thau: to. have sent 'but of its, fairest, best, 
strongest to carry, salvation all around the 
wdiiHid.: 

In all.probability those who earnestly con- 
sider wliat they will dc for Canada will be 
long-ing for just the opposite of what attracts 
many an ambition. Not to go where nature's 
scenes are most ravishing, its treasures most 
easily gathered, its plenitude most comfort- 



ably enjoyed; but to leave aill,. that will be 
the hunger of the' Christ-hke soul. KC)t where 
applause rains upon the best, deserving work- 
er, where everyone is kind and few visibly, 
wicked; but to carry the Bread of Life'rto. 
the souls that are perishing In a moral filth, 
that makes them feel sick at the sound hi it, 
and turn with more or less contempt from; all. 
its earnest carriers,, such will be the choice 
of the best souls in. Canada,. ••"-. 

And what of those, who have grown weary, 
with their crying to a heedless world, those 
who must needs look hack upon all, the Christ- 
masses since they first began to publish Jesus 
to their neighbors, with, the, sad, sad, memory 
of but little result from all their self-denial 
and labor? Not a few of them may be tempt- 
ed to lay. down their weapons,, and retire in 



hopeless disgust from a, field where so many 
cease truly to fight, and gladden ihemselves, 
like fallen Peter, around the fire of those who 
care little or nothing for Jesus. 
1 But, no ; let us cling to our fellowship with 
Jesus all the more if we realize more than 
ever this solitude and the world's contempt 
for Hiin, ' " If we suffer, we shall also reign 
with Him." Perhaps few countries have 
presented to the woild more splendid exam- 
ples than Canada and Newfoundland of the 
Salvationist, who stands alone, and will not 
give in to discouragement, or any other devil. 
See to it that by your life the honor of your 
country in this respect shall never diminish, 
but ever increase, and when the great solitary 
One conies He will count you. worthy to reign 
with Plimself. 



Shristmas in Prison and Out of It. 



A STORY OiP OUR PRISON WORK. 



H 



E. had been sentenced to the penitent- 
iary for a number of years for a crirne 
committed.' ,"• - r. ' ■, ," 

A meeting was conducted.by the Army ,in 
the bcau.iful. chapel adjoining, the prison one 
Sunday morning. ' r 

Such a crowd! . Over four hundred hard- 
ened criminals— the worst tQ' be found in 
Canada. Silence reigned except for the oc- 
cassional clang of the iron chains of some of 
the prisoners. The . privilege of holding a 
meeting was only granted the Army once 
in three monihs. Plow eagerly the c0,nyicts 
looked forward to this me.eLing;: salutes. "vvould' 
be given on all sides Jjy. them as. the Aci"my 
uniform: was Seen pas-.'inp-:, the. cells. What a 
Sense of responsibility: rested Ujjon: the lead- 
ers of this meetuig, and those who took part.. 
PIo^v those man sang 1 What a power seemed' 
to hover over ..he meeting L Tears rolled 
down the hardened cheeks of; the prisoners. 
Hea;ts were touched by the divine loye of 
God, and many, went back to, their cells' to. 
think.. ,. ^ :;:■■. . 

The Warden himself was in the. meeting, 
it being his .first. So.miich .w;is.'he:-takeix::iip 
by the simple,: yet powerful,, w'ays and liictli-. 
ods of 'the •Army that at th-e^.elase 'he "said, 
'■' This is the kind of preaching I vvant in this 
prison." ' .'.X':"; : ;;■ ; 

A message came over ;:the: 'phone , to the, 
;Army quarters a few days kfer, thaf/'a pri- 
fSOner: wished to see -the Army Captatn. 'Fif- 
teen minutes' ride .on. the street, car, -my 



he had the privilege of talking vvith. His 
heart was full, tlis one thought, after telling 
me of his conversion, was for his poor invalid 
vifife left at-home with a helple.-.s child to 
shift for themselves. In the meantime i had 
also received a letter from this young woman, 
telling me of her condition, and asking if 
we could do anything for her. The matter 
was vaken up by Br.gadier Archibald, who 

.informed the proper authorilies, and in a 

short time both woman and child were placed 

where. they wu:e propeily caved for. 

«■ «• <5> 

A year later, miles uway from the pr;s:,n 

city,. -a man knocked at the qua.ters duor, 

'witli a letter from otir Pn.,on .riecie.ary. 

His senience had bdcn sliortencd— h..: was 
out on parole. He., got to wo.k a few days 
later, m a , shop whose forLniiui was a Sal- 
vationist. ' ^ <$>•$> ^ 

A town a few miles di.-tant. A corp.s wa;H 
having, a. banquet; tables were he.ivily laden 
with good thing.5, A woman with cru;chi:'S 

'S.at down, not lookirg very strong, yet very 
happy. By the side oi h.r s::t her'diu.-.band-- 
the, ex-convict— he, too, very hap]>y. The 
ehdd is: yet in the Home, but the parents 
expect to have it in a few month^s then the 
home will be complete. 

, What a' romance. Truth indeed is stranger 
than, fiction. Another part of the story is 
that.Qur League of Mercy sisters visited and 
kept constantly in touch with the wife men- 
tioned,. While the husband was visited in the 



business made known to the ,p.?isoh ojEficials, •■ nrison'bv the nffi^.., r7f .,,,011 '.i 

the ponderous doors unbolted, i and T-was iti^ ^ S iK-arJa!!^cd '°''''' ''' 

side the great house of correction. In a few wliat -1 'wnnrWfi,",i'Vi, ■ c ■ . 1 

moments I was by the side of a criminal. J-Ie What I W^nr ^^ ' - °^ !'''^^^Y"^^^';'^ ' 

seein,ed almost afraid at first to 'come nea? tion Arn.^T <= , ,°'f'"'''''^'°'' *^'^"' ^''^^''- 
me, like a scared bird. The P&on 4S ., . S^^^Xt "wet''' l-^rT^''"' "^^'^ ^' 
^^II^H^'^^'.^^'}^^^^^^ m.eharg,.f-':ehJns:nd hbSitenhe'c:^i^S" 'S^ iS 

conclusion, what a Plappy Christinas this will 



the prisoner told me to, help him aU I coiild. 

, :. I-Ie had given his heart to,, God in his celi 

some time befdre this, but T was the first, cne 



be to, the ex-prisoner and family,— Adjutant 



Bloss., 
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«^ The Christhas Wsr Crv. ^ 
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l^rated here — would not 
hear of tier returning 
htiiiie. Has p omised 
her that fine new man- 
sion on First Street as 
a wedding gift ; but 
Afontgonicry is a fine 
fellow and deserves his 
good luck." 




5 DLANCHE- JOHNSTON 

<^ " Oh, he's all right, brilliant — exceptionally 

brilliant — and should h.ive a great career ; 

but," shrugging his shoulders, " he's been a 

bit too gay in his time. Has promised the 

ARLING, if you will but promise to pretty bride to reform, T hear, and all that 

be mine, your wish shall be my sort of thing — ha, ha, ba!" 

law and pleasure, in this matter The seep Jcal laugh with which Jack Ivane 



I. 



in. 

■yHE shadows of a November day gathered 
dense and dark about the little group that,,, 
surrounded an opm grave in a laige Canad- 
ian cemetery. In the midst of the small com- 
pany stood a tall figure with drooping liiien 
and bowed head, the picture of sorrowful 
despair. He was a heart-stricken man, suf- 
feiing unutterable grief, and all the anguish 
that remorse and torturing conscience brings 
to the human soul. The solemn words of 
the funeral service fell as a knell upon his 
ear. "Earth to earth, dust to dust," -was 
slowly repeated, and the awful thud, thud of 
the falling- earth seemed to beat upon his oiAfn 
heart as it touched the cofHn below. The 
mourner turned silently away; but as he 



as in everything. O my love," continued the concluded his remark would not have re 

speaker, " you are more than life itself to me. assured Katie Morden, who at that moment 

Fervently 1 love you. I love you with a was driving in an opposite direction to meet stepped into his cab two strangers drew near, 

devoted affection; only be my wife and I will her promised husband at the altar. and laid their hands kindly, but firmly, upon 

be strong enough for anyLhing." Society mammas watched with envy, and bis. arm. They held a formidable docuriient 

The dark eyes" burned with latent fire as the society daughters with wistful hopefulness, before the dejected man. 

noble head of George Montgomery bent over the beautiful bridie who swept up the broad "Very sorry, sir, very sorry, sir, to intrttde 

the beautiful girl bexore hull. In the spacious flower-strewn isle, by her gallant uncle's side, under tlie painful circumstances, but beg to 

grounds, bursting buds and many-tinted to the chancel, wliere her handsome lover say — ahem — to say — you are our prisoner." 

l-:aves had glistLued all through the glorious awaited her arrival. " How perfectly lovely "What? How? Wliat do you mean?" 

June day, and the early flowers had donned she is." " What a splendid marriage." "An exclaimed' the startled and dazed man. "I 

wondrously-lovely . gdimeUoS — pink, and red, ideal match." Such- exclamations and com- d(Dn't understand" 

and yellow. Now the fading smihght cast ments passed from guest to guest, as the "Read the warrant, sir. Old charo-e you 

fanewell shafts across the fair landscape. It strains of Mendelssohn's wedding inarch died know ^j'ears ago. VeVy' sorry sir but we 

seemed as it the silver-voiced birds hesitated away. wwx^'i do our duty." ' 

in their song, and hushed their glad music in Every eye was riveted upon the vision of xhere was only one wail of agony as the 



ly one wan oi ag'Ony 
unhappy man croucbed in the shelter 
he carriage. 

God! I had forgotten; but 
northing matters now. My char- 
acter gone,, my name blasted, 
y prospects ruined — all 
gone ! Oh, my Katie, my 
wife, my baby, my 
baby ! Nothing mat- 
ters now!" 

'^ "b ^ 
IV. 

"THE grand old or- 
' gan pealed forth its 
wonderful message. 
Like rising and fall- 
i n g ocean waves, 
dashing and beating 
upon a rock-bound 
coast, every succeed- 



anxiety to hear the response to this earnest white purity as the 
wooing. sweet 

" Oh, can I trust you, George? If I could stood 
only be sure." The blue eyes searched the w i t i 
brown depths. The golden head uncon- 
sciously came nearer the dark one. 

" Yes, yes, Katie ; only promise, and 1 
swear I will be strong for your sake." 

Why, in the midst of his desperate earn- 
estness, should George tremble, and that 
fearful spasm spread a shadow across his 
fine features ? That expression was not 
caused by the uncertainty as to what Katie's 
final answer might be, or by the sweeping- 
tides of intense love. The change was only 
momentary, for Katie was speaking, and to 
liim her voice was more melodious than 
earth's sweetest 'harmonies. 

"Yes, George; I have long loved you 
dearly, and this weakness of yours has been 
the only barrier to our happiness. If you 
will give me vour word of honor as a gentle- 
man, -Lhat for ever you will forsake it, 1 
will be your wife." 

They were quite alone in 'the twiligh;-, so 
no one witnessed the scene that followed 
Katie's timidly-whispered confession. Gcorgj. 
clasped her to his breast, and plighted h s 
troth with his first love kiss. 

A gentle breeze stirred the overhanging 
branches, and caused a sliow«r of pink and 
white beauty to enshroud them', and tha 
evening songsters seemed to understand the 
event which w:s being enacted, for t'heh- 
tiny throats trilled forth a chorus of joyoi:s 
melody. 

:An hour or two later George Montgomery ^^ .^^^^^ ^^ ^.j^^ ^^^ ^^^ 

and Katie Morden passed through the old J-.. ' ^ j . » -n i 

New England orchard, up the gaily-bordered windows clothmg he bridaLparty with sub- 
garden path, and lingered beneath the rose- ^ued splendor, ihroughout the fes iviaes 
clad piazza of the grand old house wliere winch followed-the ilejeuner and the re- 
Katie was an 'honored guest; and' wh;m ception— m the prettily-decorated marquee 
George wended bis way home through the that had been placed adjommg ilie conserv- 
niooiilit avenue, it seemed as though the atory, under the maples and oaks; all aglow 
aroma of flowers sliU enveloped hhu and the with autumn's rich and variegated burnish- 
breath of his fiancee fanned his flushed cheek ; ings, ICatie was supremely happy. Her smile 
but- in the moment of his supreme trifWaiph was irresistible and her manner fascinating 
there was the memory of defeat— in his hour ;.s she g.aciOUsly received the congra.ulation.s i"g water mountain gathering new force, and 
of happiness a thought of shame.' of her many aclminng acquaintances and lov- i'u-lii'^8" on apparently to obliterate allob 

"O my God] If she should ever know," hig friends, 
he murmured. " My Katie, I cannot, I will 
not give you up!" 

II. 




Detectives 
Watched Him 
at the Funeral 



coronet of orange blossoms encircling her 
brow, and her snowy garments falling 
in fleecy clouds about her. As the ser- 
vice proceeded a flood of gold, green, and 



Tho Remorse of a Bli^hled Care;p. 



stacles, and encioach upon the tableland 

„, ...,,■ 1 above; swelling and foaming, and starting 

There were no misgivings m her mind as ^^^^^ seemingly repulsed by some unseen 

to why-George had been so anxious to have p^^^^.^ -phen the music changed and came 

the marruige t.ke place m New England, and ^s the soft sobbing of a tired sea, spent and 

preferred not to go to her mother's home in worn with its res.tless tossings ; lapping the 

it/^EORGE is a lucky dog, to secure the Canada to claim his bride. The newly- pebbly shore, and seekinfr a resting place in 

'^ delightful Miss Morden. She is the wedded wife did not notice that there was a its sandy bed. The profe'ssor's mood altered 



rao 



ost popular lady between 'here and Boston." strange glitter in lier husband's eyes, and a and he drifted into Handel's masterpiece, the 

"Rich, too, they say," interposed Fred deener tone than usual in his strong bass "Messiah." He played- on, now fervently, 

Thompson. "Old Morden, her uncle, is voice. f-^Iad she done so, she would have now softly, selec ions from the marvelous 

worth a pile, Mrs. Grundy has it that Miss attiibuted his condition to suppressed excite- story, bursting into the triumphant Hallelu- 

Kate is his favorite niece — like a daughter, inent, and the intcn ity of his satisfaction in jah Chorus with a mighty fortissimo. There 

don't you know?" continued the Englishman, having as his wife the woman for whom he seemed a new meaning in the old oratorio, 

"So it's probable he'll make her h.s, heiress, bad waited in suspense so many long and the congregation were deeply touched; 

Pie was charmed to have the wedding cele- months. hushed to profoundest stillness. 
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Then a stranger arose in a front pew. 
There was something in his appearance which 
instantly attracted tlie attention of all. The 
tall, bent form, the youthful face lined with 
unnatural furrows, and the premature grey 
hair, all made a striking personality. It re- 
quired only his first sentence, spoken in a low, 
full, rich tone, to enlist an expectant hearing 
from all present. Bowing with cultured 
grace toward the pulpit, he began: 

" Pardon me, Mr. Chairman, ladies and 
gentlemen, for -what may seem an untimely 
intrusion, but I have something to say that 
will not be without interest to some who are 
within the sound of my voice ito-night. It is 
Christmas time, and perhaps some of you feel 
that you ought not to be reminded that there 
are among you dark and sad lives, as well as 
bright and glad ones. The story I have to 
tell, I regret to say, is not a happy one. 

" From my early childhood I had all the 
advantages of good training and higher edu- 
cation. I was ambitious, my ideals were of 
a high character; I fully meant to win an 
exalted place for myself in the world. 

" Study was my delight. 
I graduated from the Uni- 
versity and was called to 
the bar. I had gifts and a 
well' stored mind; success 
crowned my work ; for a 
time nothing impeded my 
progress. But I had a dan- 
gerous proclivity, an hered- 
itary' one that had made 
havoc of my clever, pros- 
perous father's life. I was 
gripped fast in its unyield- 
ing clutches, and rapidly 
passed into a state of moral 
deterioration. I think. I 
must have been mad for a 
time ; I needed money, 
never mind for what object, 
and took unlawful means to 
obtain it. 

" When I realized what I 
had done I fled to distant 
States. I commenced life 
again. My abilities made 
me a place in the legal pro- 
fession. My assumed name 
and my reckless abandon 
covered my tracks, and, 
strange to say, I again pros- 
pered. One of Canada's 
fairest daughters bestcvwed 
upon me woman's greatest 
gift to man — her pure, 
trusting love. I promised 
her I would for ever for- 
sake the wine-cup ; she 
knew, of course, nothing of 
the crime that had made me 
an outcast from niy own 
land, I did not confess it; 
I was a coward, and I loved 
her as much as man ever 
loved woman and did iiot 
want to lose her. We were 
^j '>is!l! II married. I did not wish 

her to return to Canada, her 
homeland, for I dare not do 
so. We were wealthy ; 
every luxury was ours. Our 
elegant home was lighted 
by the brightness of her 
presence. Sunbeams 
danced upon our 
v^y -j^ I doorstep, and peace 
reigned within our 
hearts; in her heart, 
^jfcc.4 j«S(l I should say, for 
mine always held a 
tumult of fear and 
apprehension. Our 
f e 1 i city 
~ lasted 

but a 
<^ J! \ brief 
p eriod. 



'iXi 



for my promises to her failed, and I gave way 
to weakness of which I am ashamed to speak. 
The old fever possessed me; it was stronger 
than my love for home, for wife, or child. I 
was like one of old who 'spent all,' and in 
one of my numerous attacks of delirium I 
unfolded to my poor Katie the story of all the 
guilty past. 

She was a brave woman, true and firm, and 
though frightfully shocked, she uttered no 
word of reproach, but simply said, ' O 
George, dear, return to your own country, 
acknowledge your wrong, and make restitu- 
tion; I will help you bear the disgrace.' I 
had not her resolute courage. Sometimes I 
would say, " Katie, dearest wife, I will make 
amends, and face the consequences of my 
evil deed.' 

" However, I drifted on, trying to regain 
■some standing in my profession. Katie had 
lost confidence in me ; she no longer trusted 
my word; and she drooped and faded, and 
when the precious blossom that for a short 
season had bloomed in our home-garden, 
shedding sweetness among the bitterness of 
our lives, was transplanted to another world, 
my beautiful wife followed." 

The speaker's voice broke, and his frame 
shook convulsively. 

" My pa"m was keen, because it was punc- 
tuated by the cruel sting of remorse. I was 
stunned; I knew not what to do; I had killed 
my wife after blighting her young life. 

" One thought came to my almost petrified 
mind: my poor darling's remains should rest 
beneath the flowers and foliage in the family 
plot in her home city. I conveyed her there. 

"I know not what happened, only that as 
I staggered from the yawning grave some 
ofiScers of the law, for the crime I had for- 
gotten, carried me straight to a prison cell." 

Again there was a painful pause; the lis- 
teners pressed forward in their seats to catch 
every word, and many .eyes were full of tears. 
Aifter a visible effort to restrain the deep 
emotion which surged through his .soul, and 
in breathless silence, George Montgomery 
went on : 

" Of the days and months that followed I 
can tell you nothing — of the indictment, the 
trial, the impanelled jury, the committal. It 
is like one long dream of dumb mental agony. 
I was incarcerated in a prison cell; .there was 
nothing for me in life, only failure behind me. 
I had broken my wife's heart, my loved child 
had been snatched from my arms by ruthless 
death. I thought that my despair would un- 
seat my reason, and I wished it might do so. 
The unremitting monotony of prison life, 
the loneliness of my narrow room, seemed 
more than I could bear. The very exercises 
every morning, in line with my fellow con- 
victs, in the jail yard, were like the tramp of 
death. It seemed as if across the doorway 
of my cell was written Dante's inscription 
over the gateway of the Inferno, ' Banish 
hope, ye who enter here.' Death would have 
been welcome, but I could not die. I would 
have nothing to say to anyone; occasionally 
I attended the services in the chapel, but ,1 
heard and saw nothing, and was relieved to 
wend my way back to solitude, 

"One day a sweet-faced, low- voiced, blue- 
clad lady addressed the men; a spark of my 
old chivalry seemed to kindle, and out of 
respect to her womanhood, I listened to her 
words. She spoke of hope for the hopeless ; 
she described my condition as if she knew my 
special case, which, of course, she did not; 
and eloquently explained that, where human 
will and resolution failed to regenerate and 
make strong, Christ became the panacea; that 
His birth, death, and resurrection meant new 
life and liberty to all who would yield to His 
claims and trust Him. 

"It was the first word thait had penetrated 
the gloom in which I was enwrapped all 
through those weary months, and when she 
afterwards, without a word of censure, but 
with a gentle sympathy, spoke to me of sweet 
divine love, the shadow lifted and some of 



my lost manhood revived, and I resolved that 
if there was a God in heaven I would become 
a new man. In the midnight darkness of ray 
sky a day star is risen; the inebriate's glass 
enslaved me, but now I am free from its 
bondage. I am a broken, desolate man, but 
I go from your presence to-night to help and 
lift up my fellowmen as I have been helped 
and lifted up. Thank you for your kind hear- 
ing." 

George Montgomery ceased speaking; the 
audience relaxed its intensity of listening, and 
suppressed sobs were heard from many parts 
of the building. George bowed silently and 
passed slowly down the church. The choir 
sang softly, "Peace on earth, good will to 
men." 

In the streets, Christmas sights and sounds 
were everywhere evident; happy mothers and 
proud fathers were hastening home to pack 
mysterious parcels and prepare to make young 
hearts glad on the coming day; little children 
were- dancing over the glistening snow in 
gleeful anticipation of what Christmas and 
St. Nicholas would bring to them. The dis- 
tant chimes rang out merry chorals, and under 
the electric towers there passed a solitary 
man; but his erect carriage and firm step 
spoke of the great new purpose that filled his 

heart. 

» ♦ » 

An Outpost Affair 

A YOUNG man of Japan was traveling in 
the heart of the Mikado's Empire. 
Quite by accident — if such an event 
can be so called — 2. copy of " Fighting Christ- 
ianity " (written by our Japanese Editor) 
fell into his hands. Having plenty of time 
at his disposal, he read it carefully through. 
From the first the book attracted him; next 
he became genuinely interested in its con- 
tents. Little by little the truths set forth 
took hold of his heart and filled his soul with 
a desire' to know more about the blessed 
tidings of peace and goodwill. From that 
time, whether in rickshaw, train, or steam- 
boat, the book and this would-be disciple of 
Jesus was inseparable. If, like the Ethiopian 
servant of Queen Candace, there had been at 
hand a Philip to enquire, " Understandest 
thou what thou readest ?" he would doubtless 
have at once sought and obtained the priceless 
gift of God. 

Deep impressions presently gave place to 
conviction, and he became at once very happy 
and abjectly miserable — happy because some 
tiny ray of Gospel light indicated to him the 
coming day, and miserable with a sense of 
the deep darkness in which he lived, and from 
which he would fain have full deliverance. 

One day, when he left a steanier, he sought 
for a quiet place where he might pray. He 
wanted to be alone with God and nature. So 
he climbed to the summit of a great rock, and 
there, with "Fighting Christianity" in his 
hand, he found the Rock of Ages. 

Nor is this the end of the story. Having 
clambered down from the " rock of destiny," 
the new convert made all haste to his native 
village, situated in the heart of Japan, where 
he called together his relatives and friends, 
to whom he related the story of his conver- 
sion. It was not long before some of their 
number had found Jesus. Within a month 
the joyful tidings reached our Tokio Head- 
quarters that fourteen Salvation Army con- 
vert^^ were anxious to receive a parcel of 
Army literature, in order to spread the good 
news of salvation among the people of the 
district. 

Though this village does not figure on the 
Armys Disposition of Forces" in the Far 
East, yet the converts are holding on, and the 
meetings, led by the reader of "Fighting 
Christianity," are of such a blessed and en- 
coura^ng character that it is hoped that some 
day officers will be sent, and that this tiny, 
but thriving, "Outpost" will be a fully recog- 
nized corps. 
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Felerboro 




By R. C. Bi-aund, J. S. S.-M. 




Y firm belief about our J. S. work 
is that year by year our Sabbath 
School adds more names to the 
permanent roll of the senior corps 
than all the efforts of the senior 
corps and the band put together. 
On a recent Sunday afternoon I made a test 
and found that about two-thirds of the teach- 
ers and helpers in the local J. S. work had 
been converted as juniors in the S. A. and 
had become soldiers of the senior corps 
through the junior war. If this is so, 
it is imperative that very much more time 
and pains be expended on this branch of our 
work. I' don't wish to say this just because 
I am a J. S. S.-M., and, therefore, directly 
interested in the work, but because I think 
nine-tenths of our officers and people pass 
by this most important branch of our work, 
and spend unnecessary energy and devotion 
in other ways, which, if, directed in the chan- 
nel of J. S. work, would produce results much 
more far-reaching and lasting. 

Our J. S. work, we are thankful to say, is 
in a flourishing condition. We endeavor al- 
ways to see that our motto is " Onward and 
Upward." Our attendance on Sundays aver- 
ages about 120 and our collections average 
about $2.50. We start sharp on time, with a 
salvation song from the song book, followed 
by prayer and the Lord's Prayer repeated by 
all, the S.-M. leading. We take care that all 
scholars get on their knees during prayers. 
Prayers over, we immediately form into 
classes, having separate rooms for the senior 
girls' class and senior boys' class, and the 
two little tots' classes. The in- 
termediate classes form in the 
main part of the Sunday 
School. The Secre 
tary and Treas- 
urer of the 



books and distributing of papers, etc. Our 
school closes by singing and prayer, the whole 
service having taken up about one, hour and 
five or ten minutes. 

We have a nice library, which is in charge 
of Brother Watson Butcher, with some 800 
books, enclosed in three glass-front cases, 
each book having a separate compartment for 
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Three Corps-Cadets of Peterboro. 

itself, numbered to correspond with the book 
number. The checking is so contrived that 
once a scholar gets a book he must return it 
before he can get another. This is done by 
a library check, which is put in the space of 
the book given out. To get another book you 
have to bring the first one back to release 
your check. We find it works well. 

Our hearts are in the work, and we enjoy 
it as a feast to see the little ones take in the 
lessons from Sunday to Sunday. 



THE staff of Peterboro jun- 
ior teachers consists of 
twenty men and women 
who have laid themselves out 
to make their work a success. 

J, S. S.-M. Braund is an old 
soldier of the corps. He was 
an officer in, the early days, but 
on account 'of ill health with- 
drew honorably from the ranks. 
As a soldier, bandsman, and 
J. S. Sergeant-Major, he has 
rendered faithful service to the 
corps, and deserves much 
credit for the present standing 
of the J. S. work of Peterboro. 
lie is assisted by the follow- 
ing: 

Sergt.-Major Vincent, who 
came from the Old Land about 
two and a-half years ago, and 
now leads the Band of Love. 

Capt. Mav La:ng, who was 
converted thirteen years ago, 
was a junior in the corps, and 
now leads the Senior Boys' 
Company. 
Sergt. and Mrs. Naish, both 
, old .soldiers from England, who 
have been in this country for 
two vears. 

Mrs. J. T. Braund, an early 
soldier of Peterboro, and, with 
Cant. Lang, one of the first 
juniors. 

Sergt. Mrs. Routlev, who has 
been in the Armv from infancy. 
Sergt. Mrs. Meek, a faithful 
solHier and valuable help. 

Then there are Sergt. Mil- 
dred Bacon; Mrs. C. S. Greene, 
a former junior; Sergt. Mrs. 
Messer; Mrs. T. Lang; 
Sergt. Mrs. Gadd 
and her fa'her ; 
S?rgt. Boor- 




J. S. work 
then proceed to 
distribute .to the 
classes the J, S. Company 
Registers and tickets, while 
the J. S. S.-M. sees that all the 
classes have their teachers, and also tries to 
call in any strangers hanging around the door 
or in the senior hall. About thirty minutes 
are taken up with the lesson. The Secretary 
then proceeds to gather up the registers and 
collection, while with the ring of the S.-M's 
bell all the classes are called to the main 
junior hall for the review of the lesson, which 
lasts about ten minutes. Next the Secretary 
reads the report of the day's proceedings, 
which is followed by giving out of library 
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J. S. Workers of Peterboro Corps. 

Our Bible class for teachers and seniors, 
Sunday morning at 9,30, and taught by the 
Rev. Wm. Bennett, is very instructive, and 
brings great blessing to us, and Mrs. Bennett 
says it does him as well. 

We wish the junior war God-speed, and 
trust it will roll on faster than ever. You 
can depend on. us doing our part for God 
and the Army's juniors. 
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man ; Sergt. 
Mrs. Brown ; 
the two Brothers 
Watson and William 
Butcher, both brought up in 
the Army; Sister Maud Finn, 
our new J. S. Treasurer; Sister 
Maud Miller, the organist, and 
the Rev. Wm. Bennett, who 
for the past five years has led 
the Senior Bible Class, takes 
the War Cry 
an d A r m y 

publications, ^.j,-' 

and is, in fact. * ' 
a Salvationist 
at heart. 
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ALVATIONISTS, as a rule, find 
litJe time for retrospection. 

"On, on and still on!" is the 
pace our invincible General has 
set the Salvation Army; with 
flying colors, the sound of cym- 
bal and brass, and" singing, w.' 
follow from conquest to con- 
quest. The lever - pressing 
claims of the war upon us, we 
plan, and scheme, and loolc 
i.head in our spare moments 
when we are not actually " do- 
ing something," which makes it 
very possible for us to ignore 
what triumphs we havie had in 
the past in the strenuous efforts 
after the desired achievements 
which lie temptingly before us. 
While it is right and proper 
that the immediate opportun- 
^" ities at our feet should claim 

Australian ^^^^. ^^.^^ ^^^ undivided attcu- 
Dalegate. ^..^^^^ ^^^ ^^^ j^^^g,^ ^^^^ forget 

that, reflection has its place in the budding 
of character, in the making of strong men and 
efficient warriors, and in the mouldniff of the 
sain.-. It is the quality that turns into wis- 
dom whatever knowledge a man acquires, 
and without it men are " ever karnhig, but 
never coming to a knowledge of the truth." 
7\gain, grt-'at events in which we are par- 
ticipating cannot be rightly estimated unal 
some time has elapsed, and, so to speak, a 
distance has been pleaced between the event 
and ourselves, and we have , g ined a t)er- 
spective. It is just as impossible to guess 
the proper height of a tower whi-n we are in 
it, or stand close to its walls. Let us s.e it 
from a distance, when we can compare it with 
other smaller construe ions, with surround- 
ing buildings or other eminences, and we get 
a co'rcct impression of its dim n -ions. 

The wri cr will never forg t the imp;-cs.-;ion 
of the colossal Cologne Cath.'dral, when h: 
beheld its huge dimensims rise h'gh a.hov(; 
the blanket of mist tha'- partly hid the ci y 
from .sight of the passengers on the Brussel ; 
train. Seeing the c '.thedral afterwards frou 
the sriufire on which it stands revealed all 'h ; 
exqui.site details of masonry, but it could i'l 
no wise convry an ; dequate idra of the great- 
ness of th- whole. So to-day, in the memor; 
i-f th .s'e who had the gdorions privilege to b. 
units of the g eat Congress, its immcnsi y 
and grandeur st nd out in titanic shape iron 
th? niultitude of minor events. It was a glor- 
ious rummariaed reflection of the Army's : 

'last. 

^ <«> <«. 

T'WT thf Salvat'on Army h:'.s been for 
r^-'ny ^^ears, and is to-dav, one of the 
chief f ctors wo king to bring the 
n-t'ona of the car h together was , st ik- 
inglv illustrpt 'd at the Congress in a mpnner 
th t London in particular, and the world in 
.t^eneral, had never realized before. The en- 



tire British press and numerous papers of 
many lands ,gavc exceptional prominence to 
the recognition of that fact. Nearly thi.ty 
languages were spoken by the S. A. dele- 
gates, and Salvationists are lingni-ts. Many 
of the foreign representatives were able to 
speak the practical, prosaic Eng- 
lish, but there was plenty of oppcr- 
tunity to hear the smooth French, 
the musical Italian, the gu:tural Ger- 
man, and its softer sister voices of 
the Scandinavian people, the hearty 
Dutch, as well as the more str nge 
tongues of Indians, Hindoos, Siii,g- 
halese, Japanese, etc. There was, 
indeed, a greater variety of lan- 
guages than were heard in Jerusalem 
at Pentecost. 

The Congress was a wonderful 
realization oE the brotherhood of man 
in Christ Jesus, beneath the one flag" 
of Yellow, Red, and Blue. 
^ ^ ■$> 
GAINST this kaleidoscopic 
background of many nationalities th- re 
stands. out one figure, clear and strong, 
like a rock in the surf, the central g.rm of 
the ma,gn'ficent growth, the virile, pul a ing 
h'art of the great globe-encircling Army — • 
the General. Everything centres trormd h m ; 
and from this uiodTn prophet emynats in- 
spired thoughts, clothed in language of fi -e, 
which thrill tlie hesr s of thou-ands, stirring 
their S3uls with nobler impulss, confounci- 




Danish Officers. 
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An Englitli, Coast Sceno. 

ing the sceptics, ?.hd captivating hard-headed. 
businfs,s men. It is a convincing demonstra- 
tion that one con- ecr ted character, ex'inpli- 
fying the principles of Chris .'s teaching, is 
wortla a thousand books and lovely theories, 
and a host of powerless — -because nrac ice- 
less- — preachers, even if bred in the be.'-t col- 
leges of the earth. It reminds us that Gad 
is, a personality, not a principle ; Hint we must 
worship, no^ His laws or 
His book. Jci^us' te ching 
was essentially to the h-art 
— He taught bv liv'ng, ,- nd 
loving, aiid doing good,' al- 
'though scrmrns, wlaich are 
the^ vary rssence of sound 
logic, are not wanting. So 
thi Gongrcs.s has emnha- 
sizod th" f<ct that th- s-^c- 
ret of the General's success 
is the mnn himself., — Bruno 
Friedrich, Editor. 
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A Day at the Hadleigh Farm Colony. 



H E grandest thing 
about, the Interna- 
tional Congress was 
its spirit of unity. Many 



nations and colors were represented, and from, 
the uttermost parts of the cnrtli, but from 
the General down we were as "one" family. 
Embued with the Spirit of Calvary, and living 
lor ''one" great and noble purpose— ths 
world's Salvation.— J. S. Pitgmire, Lieut.- 
Colonel. 

♦ <J> <«> 

IW A S greatly impressed 
with the clock-li'-ce rtgu- 
hrity with which all the 
arrangements for the Con- 
gress, etc., were carried out, 
"the very favorable reports 
made by the public press, the 
number of the nobili'y and 
clergy who were present daily 
?it the public gatherings, the 
friendliness of the man in the 
street, and the interest mani- 
fested on every hand by all 
classes. , 

The vsuperb sin^ring of the 
.Songsters in the Crystal Pal- 
ace was some of the finest it has ever been 
my privilege to listen to. and T was impressed 
above all with the wonderful streup-th and 
endurance of the General. — Capt. Tudge. 
<$>■«>■«> 
rHEN a person finds hin-self for the 
first time in the great City of Lmadon, 
with its massive buildings, crowded 
streets, and historic sights, it is rather difficult 
to say just what impresses him most. _ I 
might, however, just mention a few thing.s 
that m;!de the deepest impress on my mind. 
i,st. The courtesy shown by p.alicemcn and 
the public in general. 

2nda The manner in wh'ch the> press inter- 
ested i.self in the Army, and how culoghuic 
it was of the General and his work. 

3rd. The Army iti-clf — its magn'tude, the 
unity ol heart and purpose amon,g all nation- 
alities. 

4th. The General himself — his earnestness, 
his hard work and plenty of it, his unwaver- 
ing adherence to his first principles — the sal- 
vation of the world. 

I shall never fo get his idiarge, given by 
him.celf, to his people at the great Albert ILall, 
when he indiscriminately made all fcl iha'r 
obligation to God for their own .salv ti n, 
end the salvatio-j^of all men, not\vi hst-ndin >; 
that many of England's great- 
est men were present. — C. W. 
Creighton. 



My Visit to liie Esid 




To see the exact spot 
where our honored Gen- 
eral started th- S.iU'a- 
tion Army was alway.j a cliici: 
ambition of mine. Shortly 
after my arrival in Londim 
1 st June, one Satu day even- 
ing, I took a 'bus and rode 
d.rect to Whit ch.,pcl Road, 
and soon, by a few cneiui.ies. , 

1 C ted the i:hce wh re this a Dutch La^.ie. 

mighty Salvation Oak toolc 

i-oot. I am not, in thi.s short story, goinn- t., 

give a drscrip ion of the feelings of my laeart 

as 1 stood there, exc pt that it appeared to nic 

to be an ideal birthplace for our beloved 

Army. 

fdced mdividual shouted in the mid t cf th- 
roughest, toughest lot of people I had ever 

I pressed my way into the crowd, e-g-r to 
see the prize for a penny, " Those , in-^s," 
con uiu-d the fakir, "are made of 18 karat 
gold. They are hall-marked. I am thc.re- 
pic.entative of three of the leading daily 
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newspapers of London, to sell lliese rings on 
a wag^er. My duty is to stand here for a 
c|ir rter of an hour. I h'lve already be n here 
for eleven minutes, and simply te'l voithe 
rings are of i8 karat ooUJ, are ha'l-m?r'.:cd,' 
and offer them to you for a pcnn" ench.' It^ 
matters not in the least to m'C whether you 
buy or not." 

The people crowded around, staring in as- 
tonishment at such a wonderfur offer. 
Strange, however, only a couple of rings were 
sold — one to a lady, and one to myself; I 
was anxious to prove the truth of mj^ surmis- 
ings that the seller was a fraud. 

The ring, of course, was nofmade of gold; 
a brilliant-looking affair in the gas-light, but 
a nroof of the saying, truly, that "all is not 
gold that glitters." 

A man to the right engaged me in con- 




A Danish 
Songster. 



versation, hut probably not as 
interestedly as he would have 
liked, because I was •rufficitn ly 
on the alert to feel a v. ry gen- 
tle tug at my watch-chain. As 
quick as tliorght T i'.l": for my 
watch and it was gone ! It was 
only a matter of a. few seconds 
for me to take in the si uaticn. 
Glancing from riglit to left I 
looked for a suspicions char- 
aeer. The next ii's-tnnt T grap- 
pled with an individual on my 
left who h"d his back toward 
me, and drew him qri-kly out 
of the crowd. 

" My watch," I said. 

My prisoner was extremely 
uncommunicative and an- ■ 




A German Offioor 
from Alsaoo. 



swered not a single word. 

"Give me my \va:ch," s;iid 
T, 'n s s'crn a voice as I could 
comm,"nd, locking into the aw- 
ful face of a wicked-looking 
wretvh. 
■ He still hesitated. 

"Give me my watch," I 
said finrdly, "or I shall give 
yoii in charge of a policeman! 
Give me my property, and yoti 
can go free. this time." ' 

.^ilrntly and quickly the 
thief drew niv hand down" to 
his, and in a flash res'orcd me 
my wa'ch, "keeping his eyes 
still upon m\ and, cantoning 
me not to follow, lost himself 
in the crowd. — F. M,' 
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SAVED THROUGH A SO 



A PLEA FOR THE CAROL SINGERS. 




keep everyone und.erground until the Day of 
Judo-mcnt, and spoil the lyippy anticipations 
of meeting loved ones that cheer the Christ- 
ian on his deathbed. 

"Oh, I wish I was sure! I wish I was 
sure!" moiied the poor fellow, grasping the 
Sergeant's hand convulsively. The latter 
■ointed the way in a few words, and, wth 
a l).?ndsbake and a .short prayer to the great 
He.-der of all wounds, returned to his com- 
panions with food enough for reflection for 
that evening. 

Nov\r for the sequel. A few days ago. and 
some nine months after the above little in- 
cident, the Sergeant was in the midst of his 
u?ual business round in <he citv, when he was 
accosted by a resp':ct-ble-looking min who 
asked him if he were not one of a party that 
was carolling last Christmas Eve. 

"Yes;" replied the Sergeant, somewhat 
nervously, #br visions of a newlv-whit^n^d 
stone verandah, spoiled on that occasion by 
the exolo.sion of a kerosene torch, flit'ed 
across his mind. 

"I thought I recognized ynu; don't you 
remember me? Yon know— the chap that 
stuck you up and spoke about h's little Nell's 
voice. Yes, I thought you would., I have 
licen wishing to see you for some time, and 
would have called or written only I didn't 
know your name." 

"And how it is with you?" qneried the 
Sergeant. ■ . : 

"Well, thank God," earnestly and eniphat- 
ically replied the man. " I went home that 
night miserable and unhappy. I had had a 
little drink, but no"- enough to make me .sleep, 
and as I lay tossing about, I herd that girl's 
voice singing over and over ?£ra'n, 'God and 
sinners reconciled.' I knew I was b"d, and 
weak, a.nd s'nfnl ; but I tliong'^t, snopose I 
should lo.se the chance of seeing Nellie 3g in? 
Next day, and the day a^tcr, I kept thinking 
over.it, and on the Sunday I saw the minister 
after service, and; thank God, He na"d:^tied 
me, and ever since I have bern happy because 
ever\r dny the time is draw'ng nearer wh :n . 
we shall meet." 

There cpn be no doubt that this inst ncie 
is but one of m'nv where snlvation has lieen 
the result of song. But even were th"s Mie 
one solitary ca^e of co'Tversion throu-h-^ut 
New Ze'land as th-i result of the car; 1 •■i g- 
, ing last Cliristinas "Eve, it would mor'- tlr n 
■jnst'fy the red^rniMng nf 'he efforts to be 
made on the ChrisUnas Ev"? to conT". 

One wo d t"' th" individual singer- the --- 
S'^lves. Fnrrlv s"ch an 'nst n^e as ih's ^h uld 
be ■• lesson to th^se whom G d ha-^ endowed 
with the glorious g ft of a m lodiou^ voice 

o US" thnt o n» t'dent 'o the I'ery u'term-^st 
—to lay it out ;at the hi'-h'-st rate of usury— 
instead of, metaph^ricnllv speaking, wrapping 
it in a napkin and burying it in the ground, 
as, unforHmately. too many possessors of the 
■divine gift of harmonv are inclined to do. 
How beatitiful it will be, ye swcet-vo'cd 
sinp-ers of Je^us. to moet in he-ven one a'ter 



O doubt there are two 
ways f regarding 
carol singing. Look- 
ing at it from the light 
of the peevish hypo- 
chondriac wdio has 
been startled from a 
■ feverish slumber at 
two or three o'clock 
in the morning by an 
unusual bustle in the 
front garden, followed 
by a more or less har- 
monious uplifting of 
voices, accompanied 
(in tune, perhaps) by 
the l;raying of an. as- 
sertive cornet or the 
husky wheeze of a 
panting aecordcon, 
and followed by an 
imperative rap at the 
front door and a de- 
mand for blackmail in 
the shape of a bribe to transfer their, unde- 
sirable patronage to a more remote neighbor- 
hood, it is, no doubt, an unmitigated nuis- 
ance. But, on the other hand, how sweet to 
•the Christian sounds the glad reminder of the 
approaching birthday of " Salvator Mundi" 
, — the Saviour of the world — as the voices of 
the singers steal into and mingle with his 
healthy dreams, and how gladly and ungrudg- 
ingly does he rise and bestow his blessing 
and his mite on the expec'ant choir outside. 
To him the name of Jesus has hallowed the 
song- in His praise, and, however imperfect 
the rendering, the thoughts engendered by 
its words have brought a bless'ng to his soul 
as he realizes that "for him Christ was not 
born in vain. And who can tell, hefore the 
day when all things are unveiled, to how 
many the name of Jesus uttered in ?ono- in 
the stillness and solemnity of the midnight 
hour, has brought serious thoughts leading 
to repentance and salvalicn. Sometimes, 
indeed, as if to encourage us, results cnne. 
to light, as the following instance wi'l show. 



visiting the houses for largesse, wandered in 
his quest to the junction of two s;:rccts some 
little distance from the carts.- Here, beneath 
the lig-ht of a .solitary, lamp, he was accosted 
by a man who had apparently been celebrat- 
ing the occasion according to his own ideas, 
and .was now wending his homeward way- 
aft^r a carouse. 

" L say, young fellow, what's the singhrg 
.about?" , . 

" Christmas carOls, for the benefit of the 

—Home," replied the S^'rgeant; "won't 

you give us sonrething? It's for a good 
cause — — " and was proceed'ng to expatiati; 
on the claims of the Home when the reveller 
interrupted him. 

"My God! . Do you hear that voice th'tt 
sounds over the others? The girl's voice I 
mean — the clear one — ;Vou can hear it evei'y 
now and. then right above the, rest." 

His manner had changed, and showed 
strange nervous excitement; his voice w.is 
quick and jerky. 

The Sergeant looked down the strept to 
where the carts stood in, a lurid patch of 
crimson light cast by the torches, contrasting 
strongly with the blackness of the tree-, 
shaded street,, . He listened attentively and 
easily distirigin'shed the voice the stranger 
referred to. 

"As sure as I am standing here, that voice 
is eitherthe voice of my poor dead NeU, or 
I am dreaming." He caught the Serg-ant's 
arm excitedly, and continued; " TlT^re, hear 
it again !" and down the lane, wafted on the 
sable wings of the night br.ecze, came the 
sweet liries of the old song— 

" Peace on earth and mercy mildj 
God and sinners reconciled." 

, "There, she has stopped! Oh, vvhy doesn't 
she sing all the time and ht the oth.^-s '-top?" 

The Sergeant, silently wish?d so, too, as 
Iv?- wasa huge admirer of %e same voice. 

Then came the victorious refrain — 

," Hark! the herald nngels '■n'no, 
Glory to the new-horn King!" 



Last Christmas Eve a merry party of carol and the. .sweet, pure voice rose and s\y Ih'd on 



singers left one of our Homes with the in- 
tention of spending an "all night'' for ihe 
glory of God and the advantage of the fin- 
ances of the Home. Two of the Home caits 
were well filled wi;h a tuneful choir o." 8:1- 
vation lads and lasses, and org.m and organist 
shipp&tl, and with many a happy ,je^t and 



the still night air as if the singer knew what 
was being accon,iphshed by G d ih-nugh hy 
in.''t nmentali y of His glorfius gift to h:r. 

The poor fellow burst into tears— mnudlin 
tears they may have been, but they- showed 
a contrite her rt. 

" She was my o'lly child," he sa-d", "she 



laugh, the heralds of salvation (or mu derers died last ycj\r — only sixteen, too.' I always 
of sleep, according to some) set out on th ir kept straight wlien I had her and her mo'-her; 
self-imposed labor of love. . After sundry 



but now they are both gone. Such a voi;;e 

she had, t(30, always singing and lilting about 

the house like a lark. I shall never hear it 

agaiii.'": ' I 

"She is singing no\y , anthems to Jesus another o'' the 'beautiful sonls whom, all un- 

Hinis.clf, and if vou seek the r'ght way you known to voa, vour voice and faith liav" bred 

will, hear her and her, mother again in a few from the. flower-strewn bye-hnes of s'n in'o 

short ye.-rs," sTdthe Sergeant'carn-stly, and Uie paths of righteousness, and who hTve 
geants of the party, who had been appointed with a refined disregard of the ethics -of the been, like the poor drunkard of the above 
to the humble, hut necessary, capacity of so-called "Lligher Christianity," which would incident, saved through a song.— M. 



tei- 
adventures and many devioUs wanderings 
through unknown territory, the little band 
found themselves, in the sma'l liou'S pf the 
morning, somewhere in the back-blocks of 
Merivale, or there: bouts. VA'^hilcfhe vocalists 
were announcing the glad, tidings of the hour 
to the neighborhood at large, one oi the Ser 
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A Sfory of f he Thames Embsnfcmenf, 

By Lieut.-Colonel Mildred Duff, Editor of the BritisVi Young Soldier. 




ND tell th;m, Colonel," the old 
man said, pciising once mor-e at 
the door of my office, "tell them 
He will never- deceive them. It 
is our doubts and fears that rob 
U3 of Giir blessings, not Ihe Lord," 
and Dad went off down the passage, his head 
erect, his step I'ght as that of a boy, and joy 
shining from his eyes; back to the great 
Blackfriars Shelter, in which -he has faith 
to believe God will let him work till he is 
called home. 

I so wish, instead of reading this story in 
cold type, that you could have heard him 
tell it! 

In his young days Dad had been an in- 
veterate poacher; he loved the misty morn- 
ings m the woods, and delighted in snaring 
and trapping game of all kinds. 

But one beautiful Sunday in June, he 
sought hianself out a quiet place among the 
brushwood — a patch of grass all surrounded 
by trees, and he drew out of his pocket a 
little old book, which his sister had given 
him, with entreaties that he would read it, 
and yield himself to God. 

He had read half a page, when — ah! the. 
words were surely pressed home by her per- 
sistent, pleading prayiers — it seemed as though 
all the sins of his life stood before him, and 
his own conscience denounced his doings. 

For two hours the young man knelt there 
before God, Weeping, confessing his sins, and 
seeking pardon; but before he left the grassy 
space, he knew that he had become a child 
of God. He had seen the Saviour by faith, 
there on the cross, for his salvation, and he 
went back home converted. 

The next day, Monday, saw Iiim seeking 
for work, and for fifty years Dad has lived 
a consistent, godly life. 

- A local preacher, and a lov'r of the Armv, 
when;ever possible he has had a word in our 
open-airs up and down ths hmd, and thou;,;h 
he lost his wife, and his nine children passed 
on before hiin to the Better Lard, his faith 
and love to God never faltered. 

Dad was yg years of age when the wave 
of ruin broke over h'm, leaving him slraudcd 
among the unemployed and destitute. He 
had been working -"or a coniractor, using his 
Own earnings, till the 
painting and deco ating 
job on which he was cm- 
ployed was finishrjd ; but 
the week in wliich he 
handed in his bill saw 
his employer bank upt, 
90 that ins eal of the 
£300 that w:s ow'nj to 
him, he got a sh lling in 
the pound, and ru^i 
stared him in th: f-ce. 

"Didn't youf.el t np - 
ed to doub't the lo/e of 
Goel, whom you hid 
served so many yeirs?' 
I asked, but he ih ok his 
head with a sm'le. 

"No," hi said. "I felt 
perhaps I had b'-'cn count- 
ing too much on themon;y. But I knew 
that what my Father allowed was for the b s*' 
I could not doubt Him." 

"What did you do, Dadi?" I asked. 
"Well," he said, "1 got a job here and 
there, as best I could; •no'4i".ng lasting foi 
everywhere I wasmet wih .the answer, 'Too 
old,' but I could get a week's ,worlc,, and that 
would keep me going till J got another few 
days, and so on." 

"Did you feci it hard?" I -said, "an old 



man like you to be turned out on the world." 

" W-ell, of course," answered Dad. " Tlie 

devil would say to mie sometimes, ' Why don't 

you have a drink, it will cheer yon up? No 

one will see you go into the public-house, 

and it will do you all the good Jn the world.' 

But then I answered back, 

' iMy Jesus will see mc, and 

I would rather die than 

grieve Him.' And that was 

how I conquered over and' 

over again." 

Three years Dad lived 
like this, and then, tramp- 
ing on foot from Wales, he 
got a week's work at Swin- 
don, a town on the way to 
London. 

" If you can wait a bit, 
perhaps, we'll have some 
more for you," said his em- 
ployer kindly. 

But the old man's posi- 
tion was too desperate ; he 
could not afford to wait. 
He must g€± something to 
■ dd or starve, and so he 
' pushed on to London, and 
reached Farringdon Street 
with just one penny in his 
pocket. 

He spent that penny for 
bread, and turned down — 
as so many have don? be- 
fore him — On to the Em- 
bankment. 

It was tho month of 
October, and the nights 
were growing a ery long 
and cold. All Friday night 
he sat (here on one of the 
iron scats, now -and then 
going for a little strdll up 
and clown to wvarm himrjclf. 

All Saturday he' loblced for work, 'but an 
old man of 82— ^and, tempted, as he might be. 
Dad could not tell a lie aibont his age— who 
would take him on.?, ' 

And so the second night he 'turned back 
again to the broad road beside thefiver, and 
sank on one of the seats, faint and weary. 



" But how did you feel as you sat there. 
Dad?" I asked. "Didn't you think it was 
hard of God not to provide for you after all 
the years you had served Him? Didn't you 
think He might, at any^rate, have given you 
a roof over your head?" 

" Why, no, Colonel," he sa'd, " that thought 
never came to my mind ! I trusted Him, you 
see. He had led me all my life— I hid not 
seen His hand in everything — and I knew 
that I could not go far wrong under His 
care. If He wanted me to pass away, and 
die there on the Embankment, I was quite 
ready for heaven. No, no !" and Dad shook 
his head. " It is many a year since the devil 
got me into Doubting Castle, many a year, 
thank God ; it is a bad place to be in. Bcs'des, 
that text came to me as I sat there, " As hav- 
ing nothing, and yet possessing ail things;' 
and though I was hungry, and cold, and faint- 
like, I was happy in- myself." 
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Destitute on the Tiiames Embankment m Old Age, 



unday in June he sought himself out a quiot place 
among' the brushwood." 

"And what did you do. Dad?" I asked. 

"Well, I thought I'd go up to Fleet Street 
for a little; but a voice seemed to sav to ni",. 
■'.No; stay where you arc, the police won't 
move youon if you are not asleep.' So I sat 
still and just prayed, 'Lord, open my way, 
so that, if it will be Thy will, I may get food 
and shelter,' and not five minutes 'later a 
Salvation Army officer came along in uniform 
and gave me a ticket for 'the Blackfriars Free ■ 
Breakfast, on Sunday morning," 

''What^did you think, Dad?" T asked. 

" I don't know what I thought," he replied, 
"I just took it from the Lord ; but when I 
got inside the Shelter, and saw the hundreds 
of men, and could sit in the warm, and get 
my food and te;i, I was surprised. O'tcm as 
I had given the Army a little help by the way, 
I never knew they had such 3 place as that'." 

"And then what happened?" 

"They gave me some w^ork tp do, and I 
have been there ever since," 

"And you're going fo stay in, Dad?" I 
said. 

" Yfs " he answered, " p'ense God ; T believe 
they're going to let me stay on at Blackfriars 
till I go to heaven, I have been there two 
yeais and it is real home to me, you know. 
I help at the b^r, ;n.id T do th" disinf-^ctino-, 
and any painting there is, and God'giyes me 
many a chance of a word with the "men. I 
am nearly 8q now, but I think I shall liv^ 
anothei ten vet, for I am not ill, npr crippled. 
Mv hearts at peace, you see; I have no cares 
or woiiies, for the Lord bears them'all, bless 
His deal namei" 

And with aU my heart I echoed Dad's 
Amen'" 
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FTER it was all over — the music, the 
songs, th3 khiclly hand-cl.tsps, die 
chaff of old companions — one main 
iact stood oiit ckar and definite be- 
fore little Nell. It kept insistcnJy repeating^ 
itseli in her 'tired and whirling brain; "I must 
leave the siage! I must leave the stage!" 

She banged imd bolted the door of her hotel 
room, sat down on the edge of her bed, threw 
off Iver hat and dov.k, pushed buk the m iss 
of frizzled hair that covered her forehead, and 
remarl<:ed aloud: 

"I mus't g'.vc up the stage; I jnst must. 
There's no o.her vvav to keep good." 

For a problem th.it ai:'P'e' red alrc-adv s/lved 
it seemed to be a'tcnd d wi>h coiis'der blc 
anxietv, to ju('ge by Neb's cxprcFS on. She 
was a round, baby-faced bttie thing, at. least 
one would have said sh,.: was " b:'.bv-f ccd " 
w re it not for cer nin hrrd hues ;Oimd m.aith 
;ind e\es. Her g Iden hair : nd unna:urally 
large eyes and brillir.nt compl x'on gave her 
the appe. ranee of a wax doll. Th ^ prrsent 
grave and serious ai-p'.ct sat stri.ngcly upcn 
her artificiality. 

Hers w; s by no means a st ang-e stcrv. 
Her mother hrd run .-w v f.om n godly home 
for ;i career in a music hall. When she v^^as 
dying she s n: fnr her mother ?n.\ g-ave into 
her ch?ge her babv girl, who would soon 
.".bsolutcly alcne in the v.'or^d. 

"Bring her up good, mo her, w1 isper:d 
Ellen, "'kr away fiom all this ;o;t of 'hing, 
and k en h?r away from h m. Not th t I 
'tliink he'll ever bother bis head about her. 
He'd be but a bnd fath r, wou d Jack." 

Th t night pretty, once-winsome Ellen Nor- 
ton died, and a.tcr the fune al th£_"T:nd- 
mo'-hjr-and infant gr n.lcliild set their faces 
toward the cuiiet c nntry vilk'ge, wh re a'l 
■the old woman's life h:d b^'U lived. She did 

her best to fulfil her daughter's dying 

request, but there ws .''omething in 

th- child that defied her training. 

Nellie seemed to be born with a deep- 
rooted antipathy to all rcstr:'int. Sh; 

wns a pretty, affectionate little thing, 

a gr-'-'t favori e in the village, 

and it was with a sad heart her 

g'andmother snw in her a great 

'nv' of p aise that grew stead- 
ily with h^T growth. Anybody 

conl'l flatter Nelly into doing 

?ny thing. A word of praise 

w?s a spur the child could 

n ver resist. 

. When be' ween five, and six 

years old she developed a 

swert, true, bird-like voice, and 

an irresistible power of mimic- 

rv; her grindmo her trembled 

f'^f b r future. And when the 

neighbo"S remarked liow like 

she was to her mother, a cold 

hand seemed to clutch at lv:r 

heart. ■;; ■ ' !:i.;3!BiiJ 

Naturally, Nelly was in great 

dem:,nd for school festivals and 

Sunday School enter. ainmcnts, 

rnd.a little later at local con- 
certs. It was at one cf these 

an old member of her mother's 

troupe heard her. He had 

dropped in to wbile away an 

hour or two of waiting for a 

belated train. Struck with the 



g u -. 1 scmblu c o ' G ie\ eve La 
ioai, he made niqinries, and s-jon 
found out Ihiit Nelly was her daugh- 
ter, A week or =0 later he returned 
to the vilk'ge ostensibly for a sum- 
mer holiday. 

It did not take h'm Ijpg to win 
-N'elly's confidence, and she would have fallen 
in with his offers to have her voice trained 
had it not been for her gwindmoth.r. Mrs. 
Norton st adily reused to havin.g rnyhig 
whatever to do with the stranger, and lefnsed 
to allow Nelly to leave her. To all appear- 
ances the stronger gave in gracefully and 
left. But he secretly gave his address to 
Nell3^ 

"Perh:ip^ some day you will feel you'll have 
to come," h:' said; "genus like yours cannot 
be h ddcn. it must out, and it would be selfish 
to pen np that marvelous voice in a little 
village, Go.Hkbyc, my ch Id ; if ever vou need 
me, you kr,ow where \o find me," 

He: W'S not surprised when, a few months 
attr, she p-esented herself at his door. 

" 1 just had to come," .sh: sa;d; " I conl.ln't 
stand it any longer." 

This \va-, the b g nning o[ Nelly's artist'c 
c;.!re r. She had jichieved success — 'hat is, 
success according to the level of those she 
sang and danced, and mimicked for, bu'- she 
w s not the sort of artiste care.'ul mothers 
and eminently resp"ctable husbands and lov- 
ers took their de.ughtcrs to hear. 

So the years p;!.«sed by, and as they pessed 
drew had, fine lines on Nelly's baby face. 

L'lU one short hour h.\d completelv changed 
the we.ole t^nor of Nelly's life. The troupe 
h d found lhcn;sclves in a country town with 
a s are evening on their hands, and h:id w-U- 
der.il out after supper in parties of threes, 
and fives, t:nd twos, according to inclination, 
to find out what the place afforded in the way 
of , nnisement. Nelly aid her set had found 
a Salvation Army meeting, and went in, ex- 
pecting to iind something to laugh at. But 
ther« WPS nothirg funny in it for Nelly, 
Everything, even ihe most ignorant soldier's 
t.-Stimony, went to her souk^and at the close 



she went out to the altar, a great longing to 
" be made good " in her heart. 

Her party had no idea that she was in 
earnest; they thought it was one of Nelly's 
wild jokes. But the Captain's wife knew it 
wasn't a joke, and prayed hard that the Lord 
would help this girl in her new life, for she 
knew that ,'' vain is the help of man." 

" I nuist' leave the stage," Nelly had said 
to her, as the kindly woman put an arm 
around her at parting. 

" Yes, dear, to be sure," she had said ; 
'' come and see me when you can — 22 Pem- 
broke Street, God bless you!'' 

" I've just signed for a year," Nelly said 
next day, as she sat in the cheerful, but some- 
what threadbare, bed-room of Mrs. Captain 
Jones. 

" Dear, dear, what a pity," that lady an- 
swered, putting her finger through a tiny 
stocking-hole, and with a vague and hazy idea 
of what " signing for a year " meant. " Well, 
the Lord knows. He'll make it all come out 
straight." 

" VVill He ? Are you sure ?" cried poor 
Nelly, eagerly. " I don't see how." 

" Surely He will, dearie; He's made a way 
for me many a time; Captain and me, we'll 
both pray hard for you. You just do what 
the Lo:d tells you to." 

The manager quite lived up 
to all the Captein's opinion of 
him when Nelly told him 
she was saved and want- 
ed to leave the music 
hall for ever. He 
cursed, and 
swore, and "^ 

reg d, snd 
said that 
nothing 
■would in- 
duce him 
to let her 
break her 
contract. 

''No," he 
.•^aid " no- 




"MyCodl" shouted a big man sitting In iront, "let ire out oUhls. I can't stand it My mother wsed to sing it." 
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thing in heaven or earth. You appear ready 

to sing on Monday night, or it'll be the -worse 

for you !" 

This was Saturday evening. Sunday, Nelly 

spent with the officers. She told them all that 

passed. 

" I don't know what to do," she said. 
"We can only do one thing,'?* replied the 

Captain, " pray. Now, God knows exactly 

what He wants you to do, and He will direct 

you; He's promised, and He never breaks a 

promise. We'll all pray." 

That evening, as they sat at supper, Nelly 

said: 

" Do you know. Captain, it's the strangest 

thing, but I feel as though I must appear to- 
morrow night in the hall." 

" It is strange," said the Captain, " and I've 

had exactly the same feeling. I confess I 

don't understand it." 

" God's ways are not our ways," murmured 

'Mrs. Captain. " I only know that it's going 

to come out all right." 

Nelly lay awake the greater part of that 

nigiht thinking and praying. She was not 
worrying ; she was only 
"wondering. It all seemed 
so very strange. She was 
sure God had told her that 
she would have to leave the 
stage — made iher see right 
from the first that she 
would have to. And now 
after she had prayed and 
prayed He seemed to be 
leading her straight back to 
it. 

" Maybe if I knew more 
about God I would under- 
stand it all," she said to 
herself. " The Captain 
said the Lord knew, and 
would make it all come out 
right, so I'll jU'St leave it. 
I can't do anything else." 

And with that Nelly went 
Straight to sleep, and slept 
till far. into the morning. 
She did no practising that 
day. Some 'how she 
couldn't. W'hen she turned 
over her music to select the 
songs for the pianist she 
blushed with shame. 

" Oh, how could I ever 
have sung this?" she cried, 
throwing several sheets 
upon the floor, and covering 
her face with her hands. 

She had another revul- 
sion of feeling as. she 
dressed for the stage that 
evening. How she loathed 
the abominable tights, the 
bespangled skirt, the low 
waist. As before, she re- 
sorted to prayer, and again 
the same sweet peace was 
restored to her. As she 
responded to her call, a 
holy atmosphere wrapped 
her round, and she might 
have been going into the 
house of God rather than a 
popular music haU. 
Mechanically she responded 
to the wild clapping that 
greeted her appearance. 
Nelly was distinctly 
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a star in her own 
line. 

The pianist asked 

her if she wanted 

an accompaniment, 

and she said, " No," 

, wonder- 

/ — ^^ ing all 

the time 

why she 

said so, 



for her first song of the evening certainly 
demanded one. She saw as in a dream the 
manager's pleased face, as he stood rubbing 
his hands in the wings ; she noted the bestial 
crowd before her, the odor of strong drink 
was in her nostrils ; it seemed as though no- 
thing escape her notice. 

The applause died down, and Nelly opened 
her mouth to recount the vagaries of " Sweet 
little Mamie Delaney." But Mamie's esca- 
pades with her many lovers were not to be 
exploited there to-night, and instead of the 
first sprightly notes, to the intense surprise 
of everybody, Nelly herself most of all, there 
floated through the hall, to an old, old tune — 

" Rock of Ages, cleft for me." 

She sang the first verse, but it seemed im- 
possible that she was singing. She was as 
much amazed as the open-eyed crowd before 
her or the white-faced manager in the wings. 
Then, suddenly, the lost condition of tbat 
crowd flashed before her. She forgot all, and 
with a pleading pathos that none who heard 
will ever forget, she sang the second verse — 
" Could my tears for ever flow. 
Could my zeal no languor know." 

Cigars went out, shaking hands set down 
glasses, faced grew white and scared; it was 
indeed a solemn moment. 

" In my hands no price I bring, 
Simply to Thy cross I cling." 
' Nelly had forgotten everything now but 
this priceless opportunity. Never had anyone 
ever heard her sing like this. 

" While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyes shall close in death." 

"My God!" shouted a big man sitting in 
front, " let me out of this. I can't stand it. 
My mother used to sing it," and with shaking 
steps he made for the door, while the closing 
strains of the song his mother sang floated 
after him. He was followed by many others; 
women with their handkerchiefs to their eyes 
were led out by men scarcely less moved. In 
vain the next performer tried to restore mirth; 
a something stronger than man was at work. 

Nelly was met behind the scenes by an irate 
manager. With many oaths he thrust the 
contract upon her and bade her go. 

" For heaven's sake, go!" he almost yelled. 
" Get away quick, quick !" And wrapping a 
dark cloak about her finery Nelly sped off 
into the night, the happiest girl in the town. 

" Praise God, praise God !" cried the Cap- 
tain, half an hour later. " This is wonderful ! 
I knew He would work ! Surely He gave you 
' a mouth and wisdom,' and all your adver- 
saries were unable to gainsay and resist." 

Since that day Nelly has sung hundreds of 
souls into the Kingdom from Salvation Army 
platforms. — L. W. C. 
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Into the Wilderness. 



An Up-to-Date Experience of a Salvation 
Soldier. 

By Sydney Church. 

RE you willing to follow Christ all the 
way, into the wilderness, in the streets, 
among the outcast, to Gethsemane, to 



the Judgment Hall, even to the cross? Are 
you wiUing to suffer, live, or die, for your 
Lord crucified? These words, spoken from 
an S. A. platform one night, took hold of a 
soldier. As he went home he mused on it. 
Am I willing to follow Christ into the wilder- 
ness? What can that mean? Does God 
want us to go to some secluded place in order 
to try and prove our love for Him amidst 
temptations? If so, ,1 am perfectly willing' to 
■go; but no doubt He will make it clear to me 
what is His will concerning this. 

He had not long to wait. By a chain of 
circumstances, fitting link by link into one 
another, he found himself reduced from com- 
parative affluence to direst poverty. He had 
done no evil, he had held fast to God, and ex- 



actly why all these things occurred rather 
perplexed him. 

We find him, therefore, in a seaport town, 
witli less than a dollar in his pocket, no em- 
ployment, and several bills falling due in a 
short time. What was he to do? 

The devil said, " Run away — you have no 
family ties — leave the bills unpaid ; the fools 
trusted you, do 'em over. There is a ship 
leaving shortly; you can work a passage to 
another country on her, and there you'll find 
work and have plenty of everything. What's 
the good of staying here to starve and wander 
about the streets?" 

He was tempted greatly, and sought for 
guidance in God's Word. This verse burned 
into his memory, " The young lions do lack 
and suffer hunger, but they that seek the Lord 
shall not want for any good thing." 

Triumphantly he cried, " I will trust the 
Lord ; He will supply all my need." 

Once again faith gained the victory. God 
came to his help and supplied his every need. 
The bills were paid, work was found, and a 
soul saved from plunging into evil ways. ' 

As Christ overcame the temptation to dis- 
trust His Father, so had this soul overcome — ■ 
by reliance on God's written word. He had 
proved again that " Man shall not live by 
bread alone, but by every word that proceed- 
eth out of the mouth of God." 

He was triumphant. His testimony was 
clear and rang with the note of victory. 
Subtly the devil led him to a great height. 
He was now on a pinnacle of the temple, and 
confident that he would never fall after com- 
ing through such an experience. 

He desired now to obtain more lucrative 
employment. He could only do so by the 
sacrifice of principle and by engaging in oc- 
cupations of a doubtful nature and mixing 
with men of bad character. 

" Don't be proud, now," said the devil ; 
"you are over-scrupulous. Go into this 
money-making business. God is able to keep 
you whatever your circumstances may be." 

" No, no ; I cannot do it," he replied. " It 
would be tempting God, and He taught us to 
pray, ' Lead us not into temptation.' " 

Baffled again, devil; have another try. 

Weary and disappointed, weakened by 
sickness, enduring" hard fare and rough work, 
and partiallv ovA-come by it all — at such a 
time the devil made his grand final assault 
on the soul of the man. 

Leading him to the high mountain of im- 
agination, he caused a panorama of the world 
to pass before his mind's eye. 

He saw the theatre, the saloon, the dance 
room, with the bright lights, warm fires, and 
jolly company. Here he was out in the cold, 
he felt lonely and forsaken, and almost longed 
to participate in these pleasures to the, full. 
How he could enjoy a fragrant cigar sitting 
in a cosy armchair, with a glass of hot whis- 
key by his side, and listening to the anecdotes 
of the company. What good money he could 
earn to enjoy all, these pleasures with if he 
would only give up his religion. Now he had 
to do hard and disagreeable work that he was 
unaccustomed to, and which made him quite 
ill at tinies, and he was badly paicl for it, too. 
The enticing pleasures were very alluring. 
^^ "All these will I give thee," said' the devil, 
"only you must serve me and give up Christ." 

" Devil," said the sorely^iempted soul, " I 
.was almost persuaded to give in until you 
said thafcj now may God help me, for I re- 
member it is written of Moses that he chose 
-to suffer affliction with the people of God 
rather than enjoy the pleasures of sin for a 
season; and by the grace of God I choose also 
to hold unto Christ and my salvation." 

Then the devil left him, proving the truth 
of the old saying, " Give the devil rope enough 
and he'll hang himself with it." 

The man knew what it was to follow Christ 
into the- wilderness, which was the experience 
he_ had prayed for, and after .that everything 
brightened and he is well on the way to living 
happy ever after. 
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By Jessie Long, Captain. 

ARY OWLKIRE was 
born in Philadelphia, 
Penn., Dec. 21st, 1840, 
of Christian parents, 
her mother being a 
Quakeress and her 
father a Methodist, 
but for all this good 
influence, Mary had a 
bad, impulsive tem- 
per. 
Her mother used to 



tell her she was glad 

>i»'?*' ■5'*^ c 39 ^^^ wasn't a boy, for 

"K^y' '> *' "^ ^^^ feared 'had she 

been she would have 

killed someone. 

When the subject of 
our article was twelve 
years old she moved, 
with 'her parents, to a 
mining district in Cal- 
ifornia, Her father 
opened a temperance 
hotel, of which there 
were few in tha.t part 
of the country at that 
time. 

Her father also had 
a stable, in which the 
miners w-o u 1 d put 
their horses when they 
came in from the surrounding mines. These 
horses were the wild mustangs, and Mary 
would take any one of them, with or without 
a saddle on, and go tearing over the hills and 
mountain sides on it. 

Her mother would be fearful lest she should 
be dashed to pieces, and sometimes would 
send a horseman with a lariat to try and head 
off her horse, tut she could ride so well and 
so fast that they never succeeded in catching 
her. 

She says, " I remember riding i".pon a 
■ mountain side and looking down to see my 
poor mother wringing her 'hands and implor- 
ing God not to let me get killed." 

After a vvhile iher mother's fears were some- 
what calmed, as she began to think Mary 
could manage imost any 'horse. 

Mary was not what we would call wicked, 
but fearless and pleasure-loving. 

She used sometimes to go into the moun- 
tains with the trappers. She says she has had 
bears cross her path, but never had an en- 
oounter with one. 

One day S'he and another lady went up to 
the traps and found a mother-tbear in a trap, 
with her cubs standing round her. They 
captured the cu'bs and took them home. 

From this part of California she, with her 
family, moved to San Francisco, where her 
father died, 

W'hen seventeen she entered into society. 
She was much sought after, but did not want 
■to marry ; thought sihe would rather have a 
good time going to operas, balls, races, etc. 

When twenty years old our young lady 
met a professional young man, whom S'he 
married after a courtship of two years. For 
a time they resided in San Francisco, then 
he, becoming tired of professional life, retired 
from it and bought a .beautiful home in the 
suburbs of San Jose', Cal. He had a large 
income and indulged Mary in every pleasure. 
She drove the fastest horses, and if any had 
a faster, her husband would hunt the country 
over to find one that would beat it. 




Mary's husband used to travel a good deal, 
and she, not having any home ties, would 
usually accompany him. In her travels she 
has visited the countries of South and Central 
America, and met and became acquainted 
with many noted people of the United States. 

She says God has been very good to her in 
preserving her life. She has been in steamer 
wrecks, railroad wrecks, two equinoctial 
stiorms, and at one time was given up by all 
the celebrated surgeons of the Pacific Coast. 
As a last resort an operation was performed, 
but no hope was given for her recovery; but 
God, in His goodness, spared her life once 
more, though when she was so sick was after 
her conversion, ahout which you will hear 
very soon. 

Her mother 'had died, and still another 
great sorrow had now come into her life. Her 
husband, who had been so kind and good to 
her, was taken from her side. Life now 
seemed haiJly worth living; in fact, she was 
just on the verge of taking her life, when 
some acquaintance of hers, while looking for 
someone else, by mistake rapped at her door. 
Poor Mary was thus brought to 'her senses 
and made to realize the awful crime she was 
about to commit. All Mary's worldly friends 
had left her in the time of sorrow. They not 
only left her, tut tried to take some of her 
money with them, which some of them suc- 
ceeded in doing. She had, however, a Christ- 
tian friend left, who used to plead with her 
to bring her sorrows to the great Burden- 
Bearer. 

One evening, after about two years of 
drifting on in a very unhappy state of mind, 
Mary was dressed in gorgeous attire, ready 
for the theatre, thinking to get into gaiety 
and divert her mind, fpr a short time at least, 
from her sorrow, when in came her Christian 
friend and pleaded with her to go to the 
Florence Night Mission. At last she was 
prevailed upon to at least go to the open-air 
that was being held, , • 

Let us have her own words of how she was 
convicted and converted: 

" While standing listening to that open-air 
they sang, " When the roll is called up yonder 
I'll be there." which made me think of the 
promise I made my dying 'mother to meet 
her in heaven. It touched my heart, so that 
instead of ^oing ito the theatre I went into 
the little mission, and sat in a back seat, be^ 
cause I felt condemned to go into such a place 
with so much jewelry, feathers, and silk on. 
As the meeting progressed I felt more and 
more convinced of sin, and realized more and 
more what a wasted life mine had been. 

As the leader went up to read the lesson 
my friend went up to speak to him. Every 
word he uttered seemed to be meant for me, 
and I thought my friend had given him an 
insight into my life. My old temper began 
to assert itself very strongly. When she came 
down to plead with me to come out and give 
my heart to God I accused her of doing so, 
but, throwing her arms around my neck, she 
assured me she did not, 

" At last I realized God saw me, and with- 
out much more persuasion (this while tears 
streamed down her cheeks) I not only walked 
but rushed to the penitent form; and there, 
on that rough, uncarpeted floor, threw myself 
into the arms of Jesus, claiming His promises, 
and then and there became a new creature in 
Christ, with all the unhappy past blotted out. 
My haughty spirit was subdued, my false 



pride hum- 
b 1 ed, and 
from that 
time until 
this God has 
won derf ully 
kept me, and 

I feel myself one of the hum- 
blest of God's creatures." 

A few evenings afterwards 
this new-born soul went to a 
Salvation Army meeting, and 
God seemed to tell her the 
Army was her place, so she be- 
came enrolled, and has been 
fighting 'neath the Yellow, Red, 
and Blue for fifteen years. 

Mary's friends and relatives 
were very much worked up 
aboiit her joining such a " crazy 
lot." One brother, a lawyer, 
left the town because of the 
disgrace he thought his sister 
had brought upon him. Other 
relatives thought she had surely 
gone crazy. But her brother, 
as well as other of her relatives, 
after learning the objects of the 
Army, and the work they did, 
became reconciled and thought 
it no disgrace that a relative 
should be a soldier in its ranks. 
Mary became an earnest 
worker, taking part in meet- 
ings, War Cry selling, etc.; in 
fact, was one of the best War 
Cry boomers on the Coast, sell- 
ing 150 to 200 each week. 

She was many times insulted 
while going her rounds, some 
even throwing whiskey in her 
face, but she prayed for 'her in- 
sulters, and some of them were 
afterwards brought to God. 

Auntie Smith, as she is now 
known, lives in Wenatche, 
Wash., and is loved by all 
about her. In her the outcast, 
the destitute, the sorrowful) all 
find a true friend, and though 
she is now sixty -five years old, 
still lalbors hard for the Master 
she now loves so well. 

She is thankful God saved 
her when He did, hut bitterly 
regrets having wasted so many 
years and so much money, in- 
stead of spending them to the 
glory of God. 



lis 



«»o 



" THE NATIVITY.' 



(^^ 



> 



di>Ki' 



^^ 



V'\ 



o, 



She held her Baby on her heart, 

And mused, with puzzled 

eyes, [part 

"They say of earth He has no 
Who came from Paradise; 

Yet little Son df mine Thou art. 
Helpless, not overwise." 

She laid His head upon her 
breast ; 
The air was all astir 
With breath of spice and blos- 
soms pressed. 
Of frankincense and myrrh; 
And through her bliss a vague 
unrest 
Tore at the heart of her. 

She held His cheek against her 
own; [He." 

" Not heaven's, but mine is 
Oh, mother-heart, whose eyes 
alone 
Across the years could see 
Above 'her clasped Christ 
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AS it ev r occurred to y u, 
dear reader, that the d,;- 
cree of Caesar Au^us.us, 
that all th.; would hhjuki 
be taxed, was after all 
only the second ry, or 
indirect cause, of the 
birth of Christ tJc.ng 
place at Bethlvheni? Be- 
hind Lhe Euiperor's de- 
cree, and all unknown to 
him, the controJ ng h^nd 
of God was at wo.k, as 
will be seen from the fol- 
lowing. The Prophet 
Micah (chap. v. 7 R.V.), 
years before this event 
took place, foretold the 
appearance of one out of 
Bethlehem who would be 
the " ruler of Israel, 
whose goings out are of 
old, from everlasting," 
and has not the Christ, 
whose birth we celebrate 
at this season of the 
year, the Christ of God and our Christ, 
blessed be God ! perfectly fulfilled this 
foreshadowing of Himself? It need hardly 
be stated here that the Roman ruler's edict 
did not require Mary to visit Bethlehem with 
Joseph. Why did she accompany him, then? 
We reply. In obedience to a divine impulse, 
and so that Micah's prophesy might come to 
pass. In this incident we see a striking in- 
stance of the fulfilment of prophecy, and a 




mar- elous m; nifcsta.ion of the providence of 
Cod. 

Bethlehem, though .i very small town — it 
wa-^ me of the least o' the thousands of towns 
of Jiidah— was, n-v r.h 1 ss. a royal city, and 
famous fs the b'rh-place of ICing Dav'd, 
The n-nie Bcthlhem mens " Hou'-e of 
Bread," surely a fi ti:ig pice for the ydvrnt 
of T-Tim who said o. Hini'-elf, " I am th.^ 
Bread of Life." He wrs indeed th- b;_e,d 
which came d iwn from h.avcn, and which, 
if a nir.n eat, he will never hunger and never 
die, but sh; II hve for ever. Christ offer=i to 
come and sup with men and provide a f.ast 
of everlasting love. Blessed are they that 
hunger, for they shall be fild. No g od 
th'ng is withheld from them that walk up- 
rlghtlv. If you would be stiong in the Lord 
and in th-e power of His might, you must not 
only be with Christ, but must live upon Him. 
He is the manna which God his provided, 
and which must be gil'hered fresh every 
morning. What Christ was to you yesterday 
won't do for to-morrow. There must be a 
daily renewing of His grace in your h' art. 
As your day, so shall your strengdi be. Give 
me this day my daily bread, or 1 will falter' 
and faint, is a gcod petition to lajr before 
your Father every morning. 

But further, Christ is not only the Bread 
of Life, He is also the Water of Life. " If 
any man thirst, let him come unto Me and 
drink." "Whosoever shall drink of the 
water that I shall give him, shall never thirst." 
In Him the hungry find nourishment, and the 
thirsty refreshment. I wonder what He is to 



my reader. We read that " He came to His 
own, but His own received Him pjt." He 
has come to you. Have you admitted Him 
to your heart. You know you are His. lie 
has purch^Lsed \ou by His death. He was 
bo.n in lowliness, and lived on the eanh in 
lonLlincss, all for your sakc; The foxes have 
hoks, and the birds of the air nests, but He 
had nowhere to lay His head. Why? That 
He might prepare you a mansion in His 
heavenly home, and ht you to dwell in it. He 
is the life, the l.ght, and the iove of men. 
Has lie become youi- liiC, that is, does He 
live in you? Is your heart His throne?. Is 
your wJl one with His? Can you say — 

"Jesus with me is united, 

i3oubiiags and fears are all gone. 
With Llim now my soul is deligiited, 
I and King Jesus are one "? 

The Christ has come, not only to Bethle- 
hem, He has come to your heart, my brother. 
List..n, for He .-ays to you, " Behold, 1 s.and 
at the door and knock. If any m.m li-ear xVIy 
voice and open the door, I will come in unto 
him, and will sup with him, and he with Me." 
Vvill you let Him in? You need not be afij^iid 
of Him as you would of some august ViSi.or. 
He is meek and luwly, gontle and pracious, 
tender and true. And wiil you please note 
thai, although He asks to be admitted as a 
gue^t, He really mean.s to become the host, 
so that He will not look to you to provide the 
feast, but on the contrary, will do so Him- 
self. What He wants to do is to dine widi 
you, so to speak, in your own house, at your 
own table. Will you break bread with Him? 
What more can He do or say to prove His 
deep concern for you and desire to bless you? 
He longs to make your heart a house of 
bread, yea, more, He would transform it into 
a banqueting chamber, where, the sound" of 
jov and gladness is always heard. What is 
there to hinder this? The latch of the door 
of your heart is within on your side, shall I 
say? and if He is to enter you must open the 
door and bid Him welcome. Why not say 
to Him now — 

" Come in, my Lord, come in, 
And make my heart Thy home." 

Oh, be, well advised. Invite Him in now. 
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No. I. 

HE summer's work was over in that 
little fishing village. Both men and 
women had labored with that zeal 
born of necessity — the men to catch 
the tisii abounding in the waters on that part 
of the Newfoundland Coast, and the women 
to cure them, by means of the sun. 

Yes, all was over, and they were ready for 
their homeward trip. All were on board- 
men, women, fish goods, and chattels — and 
with dropped anchor the vessed lay in the 
roadstead. Oh, what thoughts of home filled 
the bosoms of that little band. They had 
prospects of meeting those they had left in the 
spring, and also seeing their summer earn- 
ings become a tangible realization to meet 
the winter's needs, for it must be remembered 
that m-an cannot live by fish alone. Alas, 
alas, however! such prospects were not to 
be realized. A gale came up, and such a 
gale as only Newfoundland people know the 
power of. 

The first thought was to get the women 
to land. Some spoke of runn,ing the schooner 
ashore- as the better way to save the lives of 
all, but this was not done by any effort of 
their own. The storm increased, the anclior 
chain parted, and in attempting to hoist the 
foresail the halliards broke, leaving the vessel 
to the mercy of the waves. 

The shore soon claimed its. victims. A 
spar was cut to act as a bridge to convey 
the people ashore. One woman walked this 
bridge to terra firma, she being the only 
woman saved. Two men attempted to travel 
the spar bridge, but it slipped from the rail 
and they found a watery grave by the ship's 
side. The vessel, by means of a big sea, was 
then driven upon the rocks. 

A great number had been swept overboard, 
but now, by means of a line, the remaining 
ones were brought to shore. One of the 
saddest things in this sad shipwreck was the 
death of a little boy. His father, a brave and 
unselfish man, wh.le a tempting to pass the 
men Jishore by means of the rope, left his little 
lad till the last. He 
thought the 
boy was all 
1 ight, but 




"One woman xAalked this bri 



when lie managed to get ashore himself _ be 
found his boy to be just alive, but sinking; 
rapidly. 

Accompanied by an uncle of the little one,: 
they took him to a tent near by, where they 
passed the night. Such a sad night it was. 
No lieht to lend its beams in the darkness; 
no fire to cheer and bless them, but alone 



in the dark and cold wi.h 
the bov, on their knees 
thi y w. ittd for the d.iwn. 
AValted — yes, waited — 
only to find that the little 
fellow was dead. Oh, 
what a sigh.! What a 
wrench for the poor 
father's heart. 
A lonely night indeed, 
but a lonelier morning. Among the sci.nts 
connected with the death of the tweniy-one 
souls in their shipwreck, none cculd have 
been more pitiable than this one. A self- 
sacrificing father who had helped many a ohe 
to shore and safety, and now himself bereft 
of his darling. Yea, a sight to invoke 'pity 
from even hardened hearts. 
We cannot but be reniin 
immensity of God' sacrifice for 
rebellious and condemned world 
He gave Jesus to bridge the 
gulf. Reverently speaking, 
He became the spar on 
which men and ' women 
pass to safety. The 
billows roljl beneath, . but 
the spar never fails. HeU 
is open to receive the care- 
less one, but God waits on 
the other shore to receive 
the trusting, obedient one 
who comes over hy jesus. 
Sinner, the sea is bois- 
terous. The barque will 
soon go down. The waters 
will soon engulf you if you 
make not haste and save 
yourself. 

It is true, Christ is the 
wo: Id's Saviour, but you 
have to place yourself 
where He can save ypu. In 
other words, you have to- 
cross the spar. Will you 
leave your sin^your ship- 
wreck life ? Do it now. 
<$>♦<?>■ 
No. II. 

'Twas the return trip of 
a schooner, coming from the Labrador Coast, 
She was heavily laden, but had come thus far 
in safety, until the bay in which she .was to 
make her home had been reached. Yes, she 
was near home, and ihe snilors \v:re gratefid 
for such a passage, and expected soon to be 
with their loved ones; but, ;.h!,the s a ap- 
peared not to be satisfied, for clouds had 
been gathering and a great stoini. came up. ' 
The captain turned his'lit.l.e vess:l to- 
ward a harbor across tlve b.iy, liophig 
there to find shelter •but he missed 
U in the ruii. He tried no^y to 
:' ■ clear a certain "dangrroui pcint, 
but struck a roek in . going 
around. One man 
juniped to s!-;oro, and he 
was the only one sav'ed. 
The ve.^sel s.ink while 
the angry waves claimed 
their victims. The little . 
.._ \ schooner had bicn loaded 
too .deep. .It may have 
been ■', the, responsible 
party, ior they thought 
fh.i could carry the extra 
fish.; or else the desire for 
" n.ore" had c-uscel them 
to risk the safety of the 
craft and crew. Sad. to 
think that a desire to 
bring back a few extra 
fi.sh should" then termin- 
ate in such a calamity. 

Yet how often we find 
it so-— men risking all 'or 
a little of thi:3 world's 
!v. ■ goods. How very Sdd to 
see .men risking their soul's .saEetv for a few; 
paltry pleasures, an J at last on the rocks of 
despair to find themselves a helpless , ship- 
wreck. Sinner, beware! LePthe bell buoy 
of God's eternal truth warn you, , " The wages 
of sin is death." Hcied the warning and act 
promptly ere it be too late. There is no time 



No. III. 

The "rurit:,n" left St. John's, NM., on 
Christmas Eve. A singular time, one would 
say, to commence a voyage, but sea-faring 
men have to go when sent, and there was no 
alternative. While others on shore were 
enjoying the evening, and looking forward 
to a day of minih on the morrow, our sailor 
boys had to accept the inevitable, and passed 
through the " Narrows " seaward. 

All through that night and Christmas Day 
they sailed through dense fog. "While others 
were surrounded with brightness they were 
enveloped in gloom — a contrast they cared 
not for. However, nothing serious was 
known up to seven o'clock in the evening,. 

when, to the 
,:■--. great sur- 

^•-.^ prise of 




" The little Echooner had been 



leverybody, C;:b3t Island I'ght was sisrhted. 
The captain gave command to heave oS, but 
thejr found it impossible. The wild sea threw 
the vessel on Ihe Islund. 1 he .sailors manned 
the boat, and a saved man on board was heard 
to exclaim, " Thank God, salvation is good at 
this ;ime." Scarcely had this boat, that they 
hoped we~ulcl mean their safety, reached the 
water when she thr.w her occupants into the 
angry waves.. One man alone was saved from 
the boat. Twoclung to llie wreck, and were 
driven past the i.-jland. The cries of some of 
th t shipwrecked. Ci'evv for mercy were heard 
for about twenty minutes by the lighthouse 
keeper. 

The master of the schooner left the wreck 
and swam towards shore. He ahnost got 
th.re, but not quite, his poor body being 
iound a week later. The only sur«vor had 
to stay on the Island six weeks before he 
could get to ihe mainland. While there the 
sea gave up stverar.bodi.cs, but only one came 
near enough to. the Islanei. to be rescued. It 
was an ayvfuj sight, and very sad to think that 
he was the only one left to relate the event. 
ThelQ=s ofship. property is bqd, bul: nothing 
compared to the loss of life. Again, the loss of 
life is bad, but not to be compared with the 
loss of .he £Oul, If a man is saved from sin, 
all will be well in^-life or death, stormi or 
calm. Reader, are you ready for death — sud- 
den death? "In Such an hour as ye think 
not the Son of Man cometh." Only the for- 
given ones who have obtained pardon on 
God's terms, through repentance and faith, 
will be able to enter into the marriage supper 
of the lamb. . 

Though 3'Ou do not traverse the sea,: sub- 
jected to those elements that make :ship- 
. wrecks, be careful that you do not make life 
itself one large shipwreck, and' death a fog 
cloud of remorse. 
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By Major Grinsted, a Mus. L.C.M. 
many readers will be fn.im struggling players, asking advice how 



ROBABLY 
familiar with some of the incidents 
connected with the rise and pro- 
gress of our Army bands, from the 
earliest days when, at Salisbury, Bandmaster 
Fry and his sons formed the first Army band, 
right up to the International Congress held 
in London, this year, when, with such success, 
our English Staff Band, your own Canadian 
Staf? Band, as well as other prominent bands, 
played, by request, on the London County 
Council Stand, situated on the Thames Em- 
bankment, one of London's most prominent 
aiid notable thoroughfares, and a favorite 
promenade. The gigantic crowds of j deeply 
interested people, both here and elsewhere, 
including the evening Musical Festival at the 
great Crystal Palace Demonstration, were in- 
disputable evidences of the position Army 
bands have attained to, . 

Even as the rise aiid progress of the bands, 
so has been the rise and progress of the 
Musical Instrument Factory. Those whose 
memory and years of service carry them back 
to the early days will remember that almost 
everything which gave forth a musical sound, 
or perhaps to be more correct, a sound of 
any sort, let alone a musical sound, was con- 
sidered right and proper to make use in sup- 
porting, or more often the reverse, the sing- 
ing, whether the sounds phorded one with 
the other or not. E flat and B flat instru- 
ments, clarionets in various keys and often of 
different pitch, orchestral tubas, concertinas, 
etc., in different keys were used, attempts 
being made to use them singly and in combin- 
ation, with varying success. 

Soon many inquiries reached Headquarters 



best to obtain suitable combination of the 
various instruments they had, and as to in- 
struments most suitable for this purpose, and 
mention was frequently made of the patched- 
up instruments which had been pushed upon 
them by unscrupulous persons, taking ad- 
vantage of tlieir want of knowledge and 
experience. In consequence of this, someone 
was appointed to deal with these matters, and 
later, at S6 Southwark St.,- a department was 
formed to deal with the business. This 
eventually hecame the Salvation Army Mus- 
ical Instrument Department and Factory. 

We began with a working foreman, and 
an apprentice, who is to-day a bandsman in 
the Penge Band. Shortly after a second 
apprentice was added, who now holds the 
position of factory foreman in the works. 

For some time progress was naturally slow, 
and considerable difficulty has been exper- 
ienced in producing something different to 
the usual style to be our own models. How- 
ever, by repeated experiments and constant 
study and close application, success has been 
achieved, and our own instruments are now 
recognized as worthy of comparison with the 
world's best product. 

Some four years ago, the hands employed 
numbered sixteen only, but so rapid has been 
,the advance from this time onward that there 
are now more than sixty hands employed in 
the manufacture of the instruments, and a' 
separate repairing shop, employing four hands 
continuously. During this period, too, silver- 
plating, burnishing, bell-making, and spinning 
departments have been added. 

The various parts of the instruments are 
cut by patterns from sheets of brass, which; 
are then bent, spun, moulded, or turned into 
the desired shape for bells, branches, tubes, 
valves, etc. The bell and most of the parts 
are spun or drawn, as required, to the correct 



shape upon steel mandrels, over which is 
pressed steel sharp-cut rings for straight 
tubing, or lead rings for tapered tubing, which 
later, expanding as the tubing increases in 
size, presses the tube tight down smooth 
upon the steel mandrel, of great importance 
to the securing of free blowing and clearness , 
of tone of the instruments. The tube is bent ; 
into the compact shape of the instrument, in v 
parts, by filling the tube with molten lead, 
or composition, which, when cold, permits 
of the tube being bent as desired. To secure 
correctness of the inside dimensions of the 
tube, though the valve passages, and sharp, 
short bends, steel balls of the correct sizes 
are forced through the passage tubing. Var- 
ious appliances are brought into use for the 
securing of the exact replications of intricate 
parts, so necessary to the production of in- 
. struments of standard quality and appearance, 
which has been our most careful study. 

The workshop is fitted with the most prac- 
tical, up-to-date machinery for this purpose. 
The department is also fitted with a valuable 
and practically indispensable automatic air 
compressor, by which means the old-fash- 
ioned foot gas blower is dispensed with, thus 
enabling the workman to give his whole at- 
tention to the work of brazing, obviating the 
disturbing swaying of. the body by the action 
of the leg, thereby facilitating the skilful and 
scientific joining of the brass in the manufac- 
ture of the tube, and in the building and fit- 
ting together of the parts so as to form a : 
correct and desirable whole. 

Caiiddian comrades who visited the works ' 
will also remember the drawing of the tube, ; 
the spinning of the mutes and bells, and turn- ■ 
ing of the mouth-pieces, the boring of the 
pistons, etc. A considerable portion of the i 
inst-uments is polished by hand with rotten 
stone and oil, and strips of list, and the open 1 
parts .by machine with especially-prepared i 
polishincj soap. 

The factory has developed ingenuity, and ■ 
shows a vigorous prosperity. The E flat bass 
slide, and: BB flat bass slide trombones are 
really triumphs of invention and manufacture, 
as is also our patent water key for slide trom- 
bones. 

It will be interesting to know that our turn- . 
over in brass instruments for the year 1904 
exceeded that of 1903 by more than $15,000. 

We have, on hand at the time of writing as 
much work as we know how to execute, and 
this Christmas season will flood us with 
orders. 





Salvation Army Musical Inatrument Workshop, St. Albani, London, Enj, 
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The lingel Child. 



Someday, when sinks the glowing sun 
Beneath the rosy-hg-hted West, 

I'll hear my Saviour say "Well do^nel" 
And I shall enter into rest. 




HIS is just a short sketch of a 

T young girl whose short life end- 
ed at sixteen years, and whose 
misery and unhappiness came 
under my notice. God kindly 
gave the opportunity of hring- 
'■^— — — ^ ing a little sunshine and love 
into her life, cheering the few monlhs that I 
helped nurse and care for her, along with 
other of my comrade-oiScers. 

It is such a blessing that we have Rescue 
Homes. One of our Matrons has a very fit- 
ting text printed on her report which is sent 
to the various friends, which, to my mind, 
strikes a great fact : " He setteth the solitary 
in families," the sinning and the sinned 
against — some before they are born, cursed 
into this world. No wonder they go under; 
Tihe tide of sin that surges around us is very 
deep and strong ; the enemy has ma.ny a 
subtle snare for wandering, wayward feet; 
how often the strongest fail. People^ would 
not so readily condemn if they waited, to 
understand the cause, and knew^ the awful 
bitterness and loneliness of a blighted and 
broken heart, 
•But little Allie, of whom I write, is one of 
; the cases, whetherfew or many one cannot 
always say, of those more sinned against than 
sinning. A crowded tenement house, in a 
back room on the ground floor, just beyond, 
. thd .crowded street, with its constant pacing 
"to arid" fro, that never-ending restlessness, 
■that incessant tread of feet. There in that 
.back room little Allie had spent most all of 
■her girlhood years until the present. The 
■.woman slie, lived with was not her mother^ — 
: she had never known a mother's love and 
'tender care. Left on the doorstep one night 
. in.. a far distant town, iwhen only a tiny, help- 
less babe, the woman had taken her in, and 
: in her roug'h way had been kind to her. The 
; (helpless condition of the child appealed to 
-her, and seemed, for a time, to draw out her 
: woman-heart toward the infant. She had 
'drank some in the past, she told me^ but for 
a time she kept from it for the baby's sake. 
, Unf ortunatelv she drifted into a. large .city, 
the place of whidh we write, and took to 
drinking and bad living, until apparently she 
.had lost all womanhood. Often when return- 
ing late at night with her conipanions, she 
■had driven the child out in the street in cold, 
^ wet weather, in her' bare feet, to fetch drink. 
:;:; ■ At. last' One of the White Ribbon ladies 
:; reported her .case to one of 'Our ofificers, and 
:^at once we set out to see what could be done. 
: One' of our:-: officers, with one of the doctors 
vftttending our Kome,, who kindly offered to, 
'; go ^yitli-'he^,., yisited the place, and returned 
■vwith^ most pitiful tale. 
; '- "Just about as 'bad as anything I would 
:iwish to 'see,:" the 'doctor said. "I was afraid' 
to take off my hat. Anyway, there was no 
place to put it there." 

Lying on a broken couch, scarcely aible to 
;:,raise her ihead, no one to hand her a drink, 
lllie bright flush of fever on her cheek, a deep,; 
vjUnnatural look in her blue eyes, they found 
" little, Allie, iust past fifteen years, a mother. 
.'IKind: and, tender hands brought her to our 
Hohie and Hospital.. 

f:;-. Such- a transformation after a few bathsl 

i-The hairj a dark brown, almost black, turned 

..-..out to be a sillcy,- golden brown. 

,j::k She" seerned' very, much afraid, .at first, and 

• .would not speak: for several days. One of 

%he first things she asked was: 

■ "Wliy do you do: all this? What does it 

.mean? Will; you let rile stay here always? 

. I vvill get strong, aiid then I shall work'." 

'Slie, became very anxious to get strong 

enough: to study, so that she would be able 

to read 'and write; and whiles for a time, she 

■seemed to gather a, little strength, the abuse 

of the past had proven too much during those 

terider years. The short breath and, racking 

cpUig-h, the flush, of cheek, and pain, told us 



all too plainly that the dread, disease, con- 
sumption, was making sad havoc with her 
slender frame. 

For the safety of the rest of our large 
household, it became necessary to have her 
removed to the hospital, where, in the little 
■room at the top, she could see over the roofs 
and through the chimneys to our Home. She 
would li.sten for the clock striking below. 
She would tell the nurse at eight, " Sister, 
they are having prayers now. They will pray 
for me, I know.''' 

" Six-thirty, — ^T,he children's prayer. They 
will be singing. I used to love to lisiten to 
them; and they will be praying now. They 
taught me how to pray there." 

She had been looking forward to coming 
home again until after one day and night of 
weary pain and racking cough she said to me 
while sitting by her side (I had never known 
her to complain) : 

" I don't think I want to live much longer 
if I have to suffer so. There is no rest at all 
from pain and I am so weary — wea'ry!" 

I talked to her as often before of Jesus and 
His wondrous love to us, of the home He had 
gone to prepare for those who love Him, 
and how He answered our prayers when we 
asked Him aright. Clasping her thin, white 
fingers in mine, she said: 

Maybe you will tell Him how tired I 
am, and ask Him to lot me come soOn." 

I knelt by her bedside. She whispered, 
"I wish thait poor Mag (the woman she had 
lived with) knew about Him. I wish that 
she would come, too." 

After I prayed and told Him that she was 
weary, and asked that she might have rest, 
I kissed the white brow and left her. 

The nexJt day, toward the closing of the 
day, the message came over the telephone 
to come quickly, as she was going fast. 

I knelt 'by her side and asked if she was 
afraid. She answered with la smile: 

"Oh, no! I am so glad! I am cold," she 
whispered, as the death chill crept over 'her 
frame, " but I am not afraid. Jesus helps me. 
I'm — so— glad^-there's no — pain — there." 

A glad smile stole 'Over her face, and look- 
ing away, through the window towards heaven 
little AUie fell asleep. 

Poor Mag is still on the downward way. 
She often weeps for the angel-child, as stie 
calls her now, but the chains of sin are very 
strong. We pray that ere long- the child's 
prayers may be answered, and Mag, too, 
: shall pray.— E. M. H. , 
', - — - » ■ > » 

Perils of the Sea. 

The wind blew heavy. 'Twas ■what tlie 
sailors called a gale.' Tied to the wharf in 
Tilt Cove 'harbor was the steamer " Para," 
half loaded with copper, ore. The captain 
intended moving to a harbor for safety, seeing 
■Tilt Cove was unsheltered, and' vessels 'Were 
only able 'to load there when the wind was off 
shore. , , . ■ 

He slipped the bow line to move, but, alas! 
the quarter line broke, and not having room 
to. 'turn, the vessel drifted ashore on a sunken 
rock. Having beaten a hole through her, 
there she 'rested. The captain and crew 
. stood by, her until she commenced to fill, then 
seeing she was" 'helpless they left. A heavy 
sea came after the, abandonment, and the 
steamer surged off the rock and began drift- 
ing out of the Cove, filling as she went. After 
thus drifting one quarter of a' Mile she turned 
turtle head, and then went to the bottom. 

It 'Was a: sad sight, although, thank God, 
no one was lost. 'The crew had a hard time 
landing, and the captain was overwhelmed ' 
with grief to think- he lost his vessel as he 
did. How much like this it will be on'the 
great judgment morning — ^^men themselves 
saved, but their works Jjurned. Oh, the sor- . . 
row! ' , ■'. 

- . Professor of Qhrist, let.your, works be done 
in the fear ot God, and for His ■ glory, that 
they may live after you here and find recog- 
nition on the great day of accounts. The 
captain referred to tried to save his ship, and 
has that comfort. Should you meet with loss 
on the great judgment day, what will you 
answer the great Judge? 



Christmas Songs. 



JESUS KNOWS. 

Tune.— We Have No Other Argument'. 

I He knows what's best, yes, Jesus knows, 
I He all my way doth mark; ; 

I confidently trust in Him, 
Though every step be dark. ' 

Sometimes His love requires me 
To climb the mountain steep ; , 

So forth I go, remembering still 
That He will safely keep. 

He 'knows what's best, and understands 
The 'Cravings of my soul; ' '■. 

But, guided by His tender hand, 

I'll safely reach the goal. ' : 

Not 'Only does my Saviour know 

Just what my soul requires, 
But constantly my need supplies. 

And never, never tires. 

So on I go, content 'to know 
That wihile He holds my hand 

I still mav conquer, and some 'day 
Shall join the angel band. . 

My Lord, I trust myself to Thee, 

T.hou knowest what is best; 
Now from all care I'll e'er be free. 

Reclining on Thy breast. 

Adelaide Meikle, Canniiig, N.S. 



REJOICE. 



Tune. — Auld Lang Syne. 

2 All on this Christmas morn rejoice 
That Christ to earth was given,, ' 
To save from woe the souls of men, ' 

And give a place in heaven. , 

The wondrous, precious love of God, ' 

That gave to us a King, 
,To,shed for us a crimson flood, 'i 

Hosannah to Him sing. 

■,,',,, .J , 

The mighty power of Jesus' love... ' 

Is just th. same to-day 
As when He came from heaven above, I 
\ Our heavy debt to pay. ' . ] 

Shall we not nght 'the .fight of faith, '■ 

And praise our glorious King? 
Loud praises sound this Christmas morn. 
Let all our voices ring. 

F. M., T. I-I. Q. 
■ — ■■■♦*» ■ 

THE SAVIOUR IS CALLING. 



Tune. — For You I Am ■ Praying.; 

3 Come, sinner, neglecting, God's love long 
rejecting, 
His wonderful mercy, beyond- all degree; 
No longer. pursuing the broad: road to ruin, 
Oh, haste to the Saviour, He's calling 'for 
thee. < ^: [ • 

Chorus. ■ . ■ , 

The Saviour is calling, the Saviour is calling, 
The Saviour is calling. He's calling for'thee. 

Backslider, thy Saviour, again His sweet 
favor 
He's waiting to give thee, so b'dundless 
and free; '. 

Thy failure confessing, receive now Hi's bless- 
ing; 
Ohj haste to the Saviour, He's tailing; for 
' thee. ■ ::^ 

Repent and believe now, God's pardon; re- 
ceiving, i 

To Calvary's, fountain for cleansing, now 
■ flee; ' '•.' :-. i '. 

From sin's condemnation, accept Hi's salva- 
tion ; - 

Oh, haste to t'he Saviour, He's calline'' for 
'tihee. •:: .:' - ■ . ' 

C. M. W. G., Moosejaw, N.W.T. 
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The, Easl Indian Coolie in West India. 
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OR the benefit of his ihealth, some 
yeans ago, a sugar planter, from 
Demerara, visited his 'home in 
the North of Scotland. He 
heard of. the , Salvation Army's 
virork ill the ' neighborhood and became 
so much interested ' in the movement 
that he attended the services, with the result 
that: h? also got converted. When he re- 
turned to his duties in Demerara his eyes 
were opened to the needs of the perishing, 
and his heart filled with longings to help 
others to the light and liberty of the children 
of God. . 

The very large and neglected coolie popula- 
tions, throughout the colony of British 
Guiana, appealed to him most strongly, and 
the conviction that the Army's metlhodis, 
which had .already succeeded in reaching aiid 
saving many thousands of Indians, wouM be 
the thing for those surrounding him, led him 
to consecrate his life to the coolie work. 

The :.ta.oti'cs ' of Coramand,er Booth-Tucker,' 
the : pianeer leader of the Army's operations 
in In,di.a, were followed. Assuming the nam^e 
of: 'ACihurib Das," or " Servant of the Poor," 
ag' indicative of the character and object of his 



at one penny, and one cent, or a half penny, 
secures shelter for the night. Really. 

Destitute Cases are Assisted 

gratuitously, but in no instance is this done 
without getting the recipient to do some work 
in return, if he is physically fit to work. 

In each of the Shelters ^evangelistic meet- 
ings are Conducted five times every week, as 
well as special services for the children. We 
have also a day school for East Indian child- 
ren at Queenstown. 

Since this branch of our work was started 
some hundreds of coolies have publicly come 
forward to give themselves to God. Many 
of these, after feeling their " lot improved," 
returned to their own country, others have 
gone to work on different estates, or to plant- 
ing rice on .their own account, while a number 
are soldiers and recruits in our ranks, taking 
part regularly in the meetings and exhorting 
their countrymen to seek and serve the true 
God. 

Our greastest need, however, is workers, 
people -who, like Ghurib Das, are willing to 
give up all and go forth ,at the command of 
our great Master to preach the Gospel to 
every creature. 

European Overseer's Home. 

The painful fact that a number of European 
Overseers have found tJheir way into our 





Ensign Ghurib Das (Alexander) and H'is Wife, Rajec 
Bhai, with Their Two Children. 

Shelters from time to time, led us to set aside 
a portion of our institution at La Penitence 
exclusively for helping destitute cases of this 
class. 

Drink, the great enemy of the race, is sel- 
dom discovered in its overwhelming powers 
until it is almost, if not altogether, too late. 
Unfortunately, too, once down and shabby in 
appearance, a man stands a poor chance 
of regaining his former position. It is with 
such cases that we deal, and by giving 
them a helping hand we thus provide a 
way up again. 

This section of the work has been the 
means of restoring- quite a number of meii 
to positions' of trust and inspiring them 
to live a sober and industrious life. It is, 
therefore, greatly appreciated by the lead- 
ing planters, merchants, and the general 
public of the Colony. 

Being a work of mercy, and dealing often 
with physically, as well .as morally. Broken 
down individuals, this branch is largely de- 
pendent upon contributions from the char- ■ 
itable portion . of the community. 

Work Done in East Indian Shelters. 

,No. of meetings held, . Ij^^i 

No. of attendances ........... ,.' . ...'. . ' 0f^84 

- -11 . -.' ,054 

' ■ ■ " '■ .425; 

' ' " r ',928 



Palm Wall<, near Georgetown, British Guiana. 

mission, and adopting the Hindoo dress; ;a:nd 
style: of living, our comrade 'started his'-wor^fe V 
A hut was secured in the centre of a populous 
coolie settlement, from which Ghurib Das 
coiiimeiiced his labors; he lived the life of a: 
hejrmit, and ate the purely East Indian vegebr 
able food, and thus created the conviction 
amongst the coolies that he had their salva- 
tion fut heart. 

As' the work progressed it became evident 
that larger numbers could be reached if some- 
thing in the way of night sihelter and cheap 
food depot could he secured in Georgetown, 
andriaa 1897 the first Shelter of this description 
was ppened. Immediately lar^e numbers of 
cooli'ps became interested, seeking refuge and 
relief uilder its roof, and such a long-felt want 
had ithus been met that later on a second 
third, and fourth institution had to be opened 
in Georgetown', and also one in New Amster- 
dam. 

At each of these Shelters meals are supplied 




Law Courts, Georgetown, British Guiana. 
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Recent Staff Shanges. 

It will be of interest to the readers of the 
War Cry to know that Brigadier Smeeton 
and his wife, late of Newfoundland, have, for 
the time being, been put in charge O'f the 
Training College, Toronto. God has richly 
blessed them in their late command, and He 
will make them a great blessing to the Cadets 
during their stay at Shenbourne Street. 

While speaking of changes, it would be as 
well to mention that. Major Creighton has 
been selected to go to Newfoundland to help 
forward the work there until a Provincial 
Officer is appointed. Staff-Capt. McGillivra'y, 
the Chancellor, has been very poorly in health, 
but we rejoice to be able to report that he Is 
improving, and we ask the prayers of all our 
dear comrades for him that he may be thor- 
oughly restored. His dear wife is doing splen- 
did work. May God (bless her, and all our 
women-warriors everywhere, . 

The Central Province has again come to 
our help. This time it provides us Stafif-Capt. 
Cass and his wife, as Chancellors for the 
Pacific Province. Brigadier McMillan has 
been fighting single-handed for some little 



time, but the Commissioner felt that some 
sacrifice must be made to render him assist- 
ance, and so the Stafif-Captains have .been 
selected to fight by his side. They have done 
splendid work in the Central Province, and 
whether their stay on the Pacific be long or 
short, we are quite sure they will give a good 
account of themselves. 



Commissioner Coombs' 

WESTERN TOUR. 



WINNIPEG, Saturday, Sunday, and Mon- 
day, Jan. 7, 8, 9. 

BRANDON, Tuesday, Jan. 10. 

CALGARY, Thursday, Jan. 12. 
.VANCOUVER, Saturday and Sunday, Jan. 
14, 15. 

NEW WHATCOM, Monday, Jan. 16. 

SPOKANE, Wednesday and Thursday, Jan. 
18, 19; 

HELENA, Friday,- Jan. 20. 

BUTTfi, Saturday and Sunday, Jan, 21, 22. 

FARGO, Tuesday, Jan. 24. 




''He Giveth His Beloved Sleep. 



** 



ND so it will end. 

A Gradually the bright, strong 

hues will fade out of the land- 
scape, and innumerable soft 
tints . will replace them. Our 
■ , ■■ hearts are mellow. 

Oiiward we journey, toward the west, where 
the sun of our life dips into eternity's ocean. 

A purple pall falls over our world, merging . 
all tints. Earth's pleasures fade; its memories 
are dimmed in the anticipated glories on ap- 
proaching the border-line of the great beyond. 

Not., alone do we tread the path to the 



By RUFUS RAMBLER. 

river's bank. Gently a bony hand grips our 
arm. No, there is no beauty in deaith when 
we face him ; but he is a kind friend. Yet 
the dying may be very beautiful. 

<j> ^ ♦ 

Night thickens. . 

" Where is your hand, darling?" 

Faintly, as coming, from la great distance, 
the reply of the familiar voice reaches us, and 
the pressure of our hand feels as a breath, 
A hot tear dropping upon it causes a moment- ■' 
ary quickening of our sense of touch. 

Voices about us confusedly run together 
into a murmur, and die away. 




Black, dense, impenetrable darkness. 

Then a light — ^dim at' first, as tihe point we 
see ahead of us in a 'long tunnel, m^arfeing the 
distant exit — ^but it grows ibrigbter. , And 
presently we see " angels' faces smile which, 
... loved long since, were lost to us awhile." 

vMusic, land songs, and shouts of praise ! 
*». ^ ♦ ^ 

" He's dead," says the doctor. 
: • " Gone to be with Jesus," believing hearts 
whisper. . , 

4> ^ ^ 

Work while it is day, for the night cometh 
when no man can work. 
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THE EVENING OF LIFE, 
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"Watching In" 

Christmas. 



AVE you heard the sweet oldlegeiui 
Ofiheeftttleiiitheiicld? 
Ho\v tliej bow their knees in wiirsliip 

And their praise to lieriveu yield? 
At tire soleiim iiildiiij^hl; season 

just bel'ore the Christinas dawn. 
Bending hnv ill achiratifin 
At the hour when Clirist was born? 

Do yon know the Sisutlieni custoui 

Huilt n|;toii this leyeiid sweet, 
Ifeld in all the old plantations : 

When tlie light and darkness ^nieet ? 
Howtliey watched the dawning Cliri-stmas ; 

"Watehed it in" with prayer and praise, 
" Watehed it in "with eonsceratioii— 

Blessed da\'-sjiringl Day of days! 

While we know 'tis but a legend, 

That the cattle kneel and pra\'; 
Has it not a. tender lesson 

For eaeli Cliristian heart to-dav? 
Calling ont a rev'rent nieni'ry 

Of that first glad Christmas-tide? 
When the Christ in sweet compassiou. 

Laid His robes of light aside; 

Chose a manger for His cradle, 

Pillowed low His kingly heiiu. 
On tlie yellow hav at midnight 

[u a. Hetld'eni eatl.le shed/ 
What a '.VLiiidroiis sight was granted 

'la the ealtle Btaniiing In' 
Wii ij i-iis a.ngels singing o'er them, 

And His stcirliglit in the sky! 

As this latest Christmas season 

Comes to greet the world onee mo-re; 
As thejoyi.ms Christmas earols 

Tell the stury o'er and o'ei", 
Let the sweet, old Southern legend 

Whisper to our hearts to-day ; 
Let the" wateliing in " of Christinasj 

Move uB no w/to wateh aiid pray. 

A Christmas Sermonette. 



the eonditions of an carthlv 
G<3ck 



life, the glorv of 
Biisbudl. 
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HERE was no room for tlieni"hi the 
inn," What tlionghts do these words 



awaken in the innid 



Perhaps the first may 



The IviFi; 01'' CriRisT, — The assertion and 
example of true manliness; the setting forth 
in living aet and word what niiin is tiiennt to 
be, and how he should array liimself in this 
world of God's. T. JIui:hcs. 

Chakactkr of Christ. — Moral perfeetion, 
the greatest and most quiekeihng miracle in 
lunnan history, a purity udiich shows no 
stain or touch of the earth, an eseellence un- 
borrowed, imeonftued, hearing no impi'ess of 
any age or any nation, the ver\' im.'ige of tlie 
Universjd Fatlier. Clumuing. 

The Master of all, the book and the rnle of 
the religious, the model of the clergy, the doe- 
trine of the laity, the test and cominentary of 
the decrees, the light of believers, the rejoieing 
of tlie righteous, the praise of angels, tlie end 
and consmnmatiou of all the longing of the 
saints. Thomas a Ketiipis. 

The immediate manifestation of the divine 
sanetitj' on earth; tile higliest love, tlie pro- 
fomidest hnmility of heart, the greatest snb- 
uiissioH to the vtill of God, fileiided in one 
with a- fe,ar~and-awe-iiispiring expres.sioii ol 
rigliteousness whose fonnd,arioiis nothing can 
shake, and with the mystical e.xjiressioii of a 
power which is alile to employ all forces in its 
service. Slhberu. 

Chri,stmas Crackers. 




One pound in every eight of Eng- 
land's Christmas roast 1-ieefcome.s from 
the Colonies, from whom England buys 
600,000 cwt. of killed meat and 1-1.0,000 
cattle a year. 

In most parts of the world mistletoe is 
common. It is extremely plentiful on oak 
trees in .Imeriea, and on apple trees in Nor- 
niaiuly and Brittan\'. 

In tlicMavy a curious practice is the "carry- 
ing round of ofliccrs," Popular oflieer.'? arc 
shouldered and carried round the decks on 
Christinas moniing, preceded by a band. 

The first Christinas tree in a, British T<oyal 
J^'rilrice was seen in the reign of George IV. 
Lord J. Russell was present, and speaks of the 
tree being covered with colored candles. 

Tlic word " Vtile" has in reality nothing tri 
tlo with Cliristma.s. It i.s an old Scandin- 
avian word, signifying the winter Bolsiice, 
which was kept as a feast by the old heathen 
Goths. 

The Christmas holidays mean an aiinnal 
loss in u'ages in the British islands of .'i'lo,"), 
000,000. This .•imoiiiit of money would be 
snftjeient to run a country like Holland or 
Norvt ay ior ;in entire year. 

On CliristuKis morning, in Norwav, every 
gateway, gable, or barn door is decorated 
vcith a sheaf of corn, fi-'^ed on a tall pole, in 
order that the birds Uiay, cat from it their 
Christm.'iS dinner. 



^ EG ROES consider Christmas 
^ best in the vcar for a wediliiii: 



iKv the ( ■'^' ''"^^ Satnrnnlia, the iieatheii prototviic of 



be tlii.s, that no wonder in so great a con- 
cour.se £>f people, of all ranks, going up to he 
registered for taxes, there .should be no room 
in the inn for the poor and un])reteiiding 
Mother of the vSavionr to be delivered of her 
first-born child. But the second thought may 
be that the world is like that imi,tluit amidst 
its pomp, its maguilicence, amidst the whirl 
and hurry of it.s business, amidst the marble 
edifices of its gigantic triiniiphfl, amidst its 
enterpn'ises, amidst the crowd and pressure of 
even ita needies|, mhabitants, thete is not 
room for the Saviour of mankind. 

[.l).ion this thought another might follow— 
tlin.t that inn, in res])cct of its bustle and tur-^ 
moil, is like the world. Man crowds round 
man, giving himself up witliont reserve, 
wdiether to vicious iudulgcuccs, or selllsli 
enjoyments, or to schemes of advancement 
in tiiis world, till he feels himself so full 
that there is , not room in him for tlie 
thought that his food and raiment, hi.s gift.s 
and faculties, his hopes and ]Drospcets, all 
that lit has and all that he can ever be, came 
down to him from the Most High, and are to 
be rendered up again to Him from wdiom they 
came, in thanks, : in praise, and in dutiful 
obedience. . W. B. GliiUstonc. 

Thoughts on Jesus Christ. 

CH,RIST was the great idealist. 
.' ' T. Hughes. 

Jesu.s Cmkist.— The historical name of the 
Redeemer. llcngstcnhcvg. 

Christ's Iv'if'I';.— The greatest religious force 
tlie world has ever known, except His death. 
Rev. James Chapman. 
A htnuan. body become the organ of 
the Divine nature, and revealing, under 




Present-giving on Christmas Day is general 
thro ugh 01 11 the world. 

Carrots make an excellent cheap substitute 
ior eggs ill plnm-]iudding. 

During Cliristuuis week 200,000 doxen oys- 
ters are consumed in IvOiidon. 

Sixtv thousand tons of oranges, valued at 
SI 75 £1 ton, enter British ports yearly. 

Christmas was first celebrated as a feast of 
the Cliristiaii Church about the year 190 a.d. 

Plniu puihling was originally plum por- 
ridge, tuid was served for breakfast, not din- 
ner. 

A leaf from Christmas decorations is pre- 
.scrved in Yorkshire as a remedy against 
toothache. 

Christmas Day at Cape Town is nsnallv- 
cclefirated with picnics. The teniperature 
averages 82 deg. 

It is an old Irish supci-stition that gold 
should not be paid away on Christmas Day, 
nor .silver lent. 

Cuml)erland'.s Christmas annisement v.ras, 
until lat:ely, the Honey F;urs, ,at which there 
was d.'incing. 

Scottish servants each endeavor to fje the 
first to dniw water from the well on Christ- 
inas morning". 

During Christinas -vveek three and a half 
niillioii letters a d.ay leave England for Amer- 
ica and the Colonies. 

.\t Ripoii it is' customary for grocers to pre- 
sent their customers with a pound and a half 
ol' currants to make a Christmas pudding. 

Nearly all the customs and festivities com- 
mon to CIiristiTia.s-tiinc are derived from the 
worship of. our pagan ancestors in GrcEit 
Britain. 

• At Tretvre, Hertfordshire, a cake is made 
on Christmas Eve with a hole through it, 
, This is hung on the horn of an ox to insure Ji 
good crop. 

The choir-boys of Eipon at one timeliad the 
privilege of selling apples at four cents each 
to a:ll the congregation after the service on 
Christmas morning. ■ 

The rules for the closing of shops on Sun- 
day in Gernia,ny are relaxed three \veeks be- 
fore Chri.stmaa, to give those who are occu- 
pied on week-days an opportunity of- select- 
ing their Christmas purchases. 



C!iri;;tiuas,-it was the Konian cnstom to dt 
eorate the house with evergreen;-. This was 
done to give the woodland spirits a refuge 
from the cold. 

A Ciiristmas custom once common all over 
England, hut now rarely seen, is that of the 
play of "St. George and, the Dragon," p-ar- 
tornied on the evening of December I'lth. 

A curious old superstition is tliat nine holly 
leaves tied in a handkerchief with nine kiiots, 
and placed under the pillov/ on Christm.'is 
night, will cause the sleejier to di'eani of iiLs or \ 
her future wdfe or husband. 

There is an old superstition that "to Tic bRra 
on ChristuifiH Day is to be hickv all one's life, 
and in Silesia there is ;i belief that a Iioy bnni 
on Christinas Dav must lie brought up a hi-w- 
jcr or he will beeome a thief. 

A curious rtouiiinniaii Christina.^! enstotn is 
the ■' blessing of the river." A service is held 
on the liank of the f.iamibe, and a small 
■wooden cross thrown in through ;:i hole in the 
ice. A frantic scnimble follov.'K to recover the 
relic. 

"A ro.Hst sucking-pig, carefully nurtured on 
mother's milk from the liour of its Jiirth,"' 
was formerU' a favorite Royal dish on Chri.st- 
nias Day, and Gt'f)Vge iV. was (lai-ticularly 
fond of the head of a suclilrjg pig, .Tiplit, well 
seasoned, and devilled. 



Beecher and "the Rooster." 



'^HAT Henry Ward Beecher wa.s epau^^V ■ 
much ernharrafiiii Hen ti'iy hiss (] iiiekness £it 
repartee is illustrated Yry the following stor_v: 
One evening, as he wan in the midst of an 
impassioned speech, .«oiue one attempted to 
interrupt him by suddenly ei-owhig like a 
rooster. It was done to perfection; a number 
of people laughed in spite of theuiseh-cs, and 
the speaker's friends felt that in a nionicnttlie 
whole effect of the meeting, and of Mr. Beeeli- 
er's tln-illing appeals, might be lost. The ora- 
tor, however, was equ.al to the occasion. He 
stopped, listened till the crowing ceased, and 
tlien, with a look of surprise, pulled out his 
watch. : . 

"Morning already!" he, said; "niy watch 
is only at ten, But there can be no mistake 
about it. The instincts of the lower animals 
are infallible;" 

, There was a roar of laughter. Tlie " lower 
animal" in the gallery collnpsed, and 
-: Mr. Beecher was abkvto resume as if 
nothing had occurred. 
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